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AN    EPISTLE    TO    A 

RELATION   IN  BERKSHIRE. 

December  29th,  1773. 


W  INTER  in  all  his  Lapland  pomp  returns. 
And  ev'ry  grove  for  banifh'd  Flora  mourns  ; 
The  trees  no  longer  can  afford  a  fhade, 
To  fhelter  from  the  wind  the  traveller's  head. 
Their  leaflefs  boughs  are  cover'd  o'er  vv^ith  fnow. 
The  frozen  dreams  have  loft  their  pow'r  to  Row ; 
The  gen'rous  fteed,  depriv'd  of  fpirit,  ftands, 
And  vic'vvs  the  defolated  dreary  lands. 
Where  he  fo  late  on  fertile  paftures  fed, 
Or  lay  fupine  beneath  the  fpreading  fliade : 
No  more  the  fragrant  herbage  clothes  the  plains* 
The  fnow  arretted  on  the  ground  remains. 
The  fleecy  tenants  of  the  fields  appear 
As  tho'  they  mourn 'd  for  the  expiring  year ; 
The  lambs,  a  little  new-born  fliiv'ring  train. 
Bleat  to  their  dams,  and  tremble  on  the  plain : 
A  thoufand  ificles  bedew  the  thorn. 
From  whence  the  lonely  robin  hails  the  morn  ; 
The  rooks,  like  patches  on  a  beauty's  brow. 
Appear  contrafted  with  a  fheet  of  fnow ; 
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to 

We,  in  the  houfe,  around  tke  chimney  creep. 
Some  cold  as  marble,  others  half  afleep : 
If  I  go  nearer  to  the  fire,  1  burn, 
And  freeze,  if  from  the  blazing  heat  I  turn  ; 
One  cheek  is  roalted  to  a  furious  red, 
From  its  cold  brother,  vital  heat  is  fled. 
More  I  wou'd  fcribble,  but  my  Mufe  is  chill'd. 
My  fingers  froftnip'd,  and  my  paper  fill'd. 
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On  the  Marriage  of  hh  Grace  William  Duke  of 
Leinster,  to  the  Honourable  Mlfs  St.  George. 


When  erft  the  potent  Leinfter's  heir, 
Hibernia's  hope,  and  Virtue's  care, 

To  foreign  climes  was  fent,         ;>  ^'od--; 
Dan  Cupid  took  his  bow  and  dart. 
And  with  a  view  to  wound  his  heart, 

To  fam'd  Italia  went. 

There,  he  vidorioufly  difplay'd 
The  tricks  of  his  deceitful  trade. 

By  beauty's  charms  aflifted  ; 
The  gay,  the  artful,  and  the  fair. 
Were  foon  entangled  in  the  fnare, 

But  William  ftill  refifted. 

The  little  god  in  fecret  fretted  —         f  ,.  ' 
But  Venus,  to  confole  him,  betted 

Her  zone  upon  his  fide  ; 
**  To  Gallia's  coaft,"  fhe  cry'd,  "  repair  ! 
"  There  meet  this  obftinate  Kildare, 

*\  And  tempt  him  with  a  bride  : 

B  » 
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'*  Tho'  free  unfhackled  love  fhou'd  fail, 
**  Dull  fober  Hymen  may  prevail, 

"  O'er  one  fo  ftrangely  ftupid, 
**  Whofe  languid  pulfe  fo  idly  beats, 
'*  That  he  can  baffle  all  the  cheats 

"  Of  Italy  and  Cupid. 

"  Yes  !  to  the  Pyrenean  fnow, 

**  My  child,  we  will  together  go,  < 

**  And  there  thy  power  difcover  ; 
"  The  daring  youth  fhall  thither  come, 
"  Nor  from  th*  enchanted  valley  *  roam 

**  Till  he  is  made  a  lover. 

"  Pleas'd  with  a  profpe£l  fo  fublime, 
'*  Shou'd  he  the  mountains  try  to  climb, 

**  We'll  meet  him  on  the  way  ; 
**  If  to  the  rapid  tjave  he  ftrays, 
*'  My  fon  fhall  whifper  beauty's  praife, 

"  And  on  the  margin  lay, 

*'  Warn'd  from  precipitate  retreat, 
**  By  the  deep  gulph  beneath  his  feet, 

"  He  fure  will  paufe  awhile  ; 
**  And  hear  the  gentle  voice  of  love 
"  Refound  from  valley,  hill,  and  grove, 

"  His  fancy  to  beguile." 

She  faid  —  the  mifchief  brooding  pair 
Flew  to  the  fnowy  mountains,  where 

They  meditate  their  fcheme. 
In  ambufh  near  Saint  Sevrin  hid. 
They  faw  Kildare  by  fancy  led, 

To  tafte  Hygeia's  ftream. 

*  Bareges. 
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With  joy  his  near  approach  they  view'd  ; 
Then  in  a  wild  capricious  mood, 

To  make  their  plan  compleat. 
The  fnow  they  pour'd  in  torrents  down. 
Which  form'd  a  deluge  round  the  town, 

Obftrudling  all  retreat. 

Lo !  like  a  bright  celeftial  ftar 
Appear'd  the  amiable  Kildare, 

In  all  the  bloom  of  youth  ; 
Enobl'd  more  by  real  merit, 
Than  by  the  name  he  did  inherit. 

And  form'd  for  love  and  truth. 

Charm 'd  at  his  worth,  a  fcore  of  eyes, 
A  thoufand  fmiles,  a  thoufand  fighs. 

So  rich  a  prize  aflail ; 
One  fair  will  prate  —  another  read  — 
Yet  none  among  them  can  fucceed, 

For  foreign  arts  may  fail. . 

Then  belle  Cat'rine,  unejeune  Bergere, 
With  brilliant  eyes  and  fimple  air. 

His  gen'rous  heart  approv'd. 
But  only  admiration  ftaid. 
For  he  cou'd  ne'er  feduce  the  maid, 

Or  ruin  what  he  lov'd. 

The  powers  of  mifchief  then  came  down, 
By  night  approaching  to  the  town, 

The  conteft  to  improve  ; 
There  by  St.  George !  nay  more,  by  Styx 
They  fwcar  his  wavering  heart  to  fix, 

And  make  it  yield  to  love . 
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Sly  Cupid  twang'd  his  ivory  bow  ; 
But  fad  to  tell  —  the  frigid  fnow 

Had  petrify'd  the  dart ; 
True  to  the  mark,  it  cleft  the  air. 
And  reach'd  the  bofom  of  Kildare, 

But  only  graz'd  his  heart. 

DIfpair  the  mind  of  Cupid  fill'd  — 
Among  the  mountains  he  conceal'd 

His  Ihame,  and  wept  alone  : 
Whilft  turning  to  his  native  coaft, 
William  became  Hibernia's  boaft, 

And  wore  the  ducal  crown. 

But  lo  !  emerging  from  a  cloud, 
The  little  fly  revengeful  God, 

Again  employs  his  art ; 
Bethinks  him  of  his  oath  —  then  flys 
For  refuge  to  St.  George's  eyes, 

And  conquers  Leinfter's  heart. 

Long  may  they  live  !  and  long  may  fame 
Do  juftice  to  their  noble  name, 

Whilfl  Hymen  bids  them  prove 
Such  pure  affe6lion  and  content. 
That  Leinfter  never  may  repent 

A  bondage  made  by  love. 
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The   PLUMERIAD. 

Written  In  the  Year  1776. 


Since  rambling  was  fo  much  in  vogue, 
Cupid  (a  fly  defigning  rogue !) 

Pretended  he.wou'd  travel ; 
In  hopes  that  by  his  artful  care. 
The  fecret  of  his  journey  there, 

Pfyche  wou'd  not  unravel. 

"  My  dear!"  faid  he,  "  fo  long  I've  tarry 'd 
"  In  Paphos,  fince  we  have  been  marry'd, 

"  That  Jove  begins  to  joke  ; 
"  He  vows  that  I  have  loft  my  wings, 
**  And,  tyed  unto  your  apron  firings, 

**  Am  tamed  by  Hymen's  yoke. 

"  He  fwears  that  if  I  cou'd  elope, 
"  I  fhou'd  defert  my  wife,  and  hope 
"  That  (be  might  never  find  me  ; 
**  And  that  in  fpight  of  your  orations 
"  I  fhou'd  be  bufied  in  flirtations, 
.    "  And  never,  never  mind  ye. 
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<*  But,  to  convince  him  he  miftakes, 
"  In  thinking  I  am  like  the  rakes 

*'  Who  laugh  at  nuptial  love, 
**  From  the  celeftial  realms  I'll  go, 
**  And  foon  returning  from  below, 

"  My  conftancy  will  prove." 

He  faid  —  and  with  a  lame  excufe 
Thought  he  cou'd  fatisfy  his  goofe, 

And  jealous  fears  prevent ; 
Then  with  a  hafty  kifs,  and  fmile. 
He  flew  from  Cytherea's  ifle. 

And  with  his  mother  went. 

To  rove  on  earth  :  but  Pfyche  knew 
Her  fpoufe  too  well  to  think  him  true, 

Tho'  the  young  thief  wou'd  fwear  it ; 
She  was  not  fuch  a  fool,  to  be 
The  dupe  of  his  hypocrify, 

Nor  wou'd  fhe  tamely  bear  it* 

**  Shall  I,"  faid  fhe,  "  with  patience  bear 
**  The  fly  remark,  the  faucy  fneer, 

**  Of  each  celefl:ial  dame  ? 
**  Shall  ev'ry  pert  malicious  thing, 
**  Who  fees  my  hufband  on  the  wing, 

**  His  levity  proclaim  ? 

**  Shall  his  bold  mother  bear  away 
•*  A  heart  that  is  my  lawful  prey, 

**  On  purpofe  to  perplex  me  ? 
"  And  fliall  I  not  one  trial  make 
**  To  be  rcveng'd  upon  the  rake 

**  Who  is  refolv'd  to  vex  me  ? 
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"  No  !  I  wou'd  rather  be  divorc'd, 

"  Than  that  my  vengeance  fliou'd  be  crofs'd  ! 

**  He  thinks  me  tame  and  ftupid  ; 
"  But  Juno  foon  fliall  know  his  tricks, 
"  And  fhe  (provok'd  at  Jove)  by  Styx 

"  Hath  Iworn  to  punilh  Cupid." 

She  faid  —  and  fought  the  {lately  Queen; 
Then  with  a  fad  and  humble  mien, 

Petition'd  her  afliftance ; 
(For  how  cou'd  fhe  alone  go  down 
Without  a  mandate  from  the  crown, 

To  arreft  him  at  a  diflance  ?) 

**  Return,  fair  Pfyche  !  to  thy  bower :" 
(Reply 'd  the  Qiieen)  "  I  will  reftore 

**  This  rebel  to  thy  charms  ;  — 
"  The  crafty  ftratagems  of  Jove, 
"  All  owe  their  origin  to  love, 

**  And  rage  ray  bofom  warms." 

She  faid  —  and  in  an  angry  mood, 
Her  car  envelop 'd  in  a  cloud. 

With  malice  by  her  fide. 
The  gaudy  peacocks  bear  the  reins. 
And  waft  her  to  the  verdant  plains, 

Where  Thames  is  known  to  glide. 

Then  haft'ning  thro'  Augufta's  gate, 
She  heard  that  amorous  Cupid  fat 

Among  the  Britilh  fair, 
Who  to  the  Opera  Houfe  refort, 
Where  love  and  Venus  hold  their  court, 

Where  joy  and  mirth  repair. 
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Thither  the  Goddefs  bent  her  way, 
Amidft  the  young,  the  fair,  the  gay. 

Unknown,  and  unfufpedled ; 
But  when  fhe  to  the  circle  came. 
Thro'  mortal  garb  th'  imperial  dame 

By  Cupid  was  detedked. 

"  How  fhall  I  hide  myfelf  ?"  cry'd  he, 
"  How  fly  from  the  feverity 

"  Of  Juno's  flippant  tongue  ? 
**  Ah !  how  fhall  I  elude  her  fearch  ? 
**.  Behold  with  dreadful  rod  of  birch 

**  She  feeks  me  in  the  throng. 

*  Oft  did  ihe  fwear,  if  here  I  flaid 
**  And  follow'd  my  accuflom'd  trade, 

**  Among  the  gay  and  free, 
**  I  fhou'd  be  exil'd  from  the  town, 
"  Or  carried  to  the  Olympian  throne, 

*'  Arraign'd  by  her  decree. 

**  O  Fafhion  !  Liberty !  and  pleafure ! 
**  Ladies !  I'm  frighten'd  beyond  meafufc, 

*'  Both  for  myfelf  and  mocher  ; 
"  Oh  I  how  I  dread  th'  approaching  ftrife  t 
"  She'll  beai*  me  prifoner  to  my  wife, 

"  And  make  a  horrid  pother. 

*'  She  comes  !  obferve  her  angry  eyes — 
*'  My  fafety  in  your  condu6l  lies, 

**  To  you  I  truft  my  fate — 
"  See  where  my  mother  flies  before  ! 
'*  Oh  !  fave  us  in  this  dang'rous  hour  ! 

**  Conceal  me  ere  too  late  !" 
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The  pitying  ladies  heard  the  boy, 
And  all  their  fubtle  wits  employ. 

To  refcue  him  and  mother  ; 
Lo  !  on  the  head  of  ev'ry  fair. 
Does  Babel's-lofty  tower  appear. 

Each  vying  with  the  other. 

Such  plumes  as  wav'd  in  times  of  yore, 
(When  He<%r's  helm  its  honours  bore,) 

Appear 'd  on  ev'ry  head  ; 
Nodding  defiance  to  the  foe. 
The  party-colour'd  feathers  glow. 

In  Cupid's  caufe  difplay'd. 

They  look'd  all  cap-a-pee  for  7S  s, 
Nay  ev'ry  languid  timorous  fair 

Catches  the  new  infedlion  ; 
They  wave  their  banners  to  the  fight, 
Blue,  purple,  pink,  green,  black,  and  white, 

As  fuits  with  the  complexion. 

Conceal'd  by  thefe,  as  with  a  fcreen. 
Lay  Cupid  and  the  Cyprian  Queen  ; 

But  fad  the  reft  to  tell  J 
They  giggling  to  a  ftrange  excefs. 
At  fight  of  this  amazing  drefs. 

Into  HYSTERICS  fell. 

The  noife  the  laughing  vidims  made 
To  Juno  their  retreat  betray'd  — 

Her  ftorni  of  paffion  gathers  : 
She  exiles  Cupid  from  the  city. 
And  tho'  fair  Venus  begg'd  for  pity, 

Imprifons  her  in  feathers. 
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There,  by  the  force  of  Juno's  power 
She'll  dormant  lay,  until  the  hour 

That  REASON  fets  her  free ; 
Soon  as  the  feather 'd  ftruftures  fail. 
Her  former  influence  will  prevail. 

And  we  her  charms  Ihall  fee. 

The  little  fugitive  will  then 
Return,  —  and  form  his  court  again : 

(Such  is  the  will  of  Jove.) 
Now  folly  rules  the  human  race, 
And  ridicule  with  grinning  face. 

Laughs  out  the  torch  of  love* 
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An  EptJiJefrom  Mtfs  Biddy  Ap-Owen,  during  a  viftt 
in  London,  to  her  Coujiuy  Mifs  Kitty  Evans  in 
Wales f  (in  humble  imitation  of  the  Bath  Guide.) 

1778. 


JN  O  words,  my  dear  friend  lean  exprefsjhalf  the  pleafure 
I  find  in  a  little  retirement  and  leifure, 
And  whilft  my  good  aunt  is  defcribing  her  fofrow. 
At  being  confin'd  in  the  houfe  till  to-morrow. 
With  patience  to-day  I  from  rambling  abftain, 
And  am  very  well  pleas'd  with  this  deluge  of  rain. 
Since  it  gives  me  the  time  to  inform  my  dear  Kitty, 
What  things  I  have  feen  in  this  wonderful  city. 

The  firfl:  day  I  came  my  ideas  were  hurl'd 

Into  Chaos,  but  now  they  have  form'd  a  new  world. 

Emerg'd  from  obfcurity,  brought  out  of  Wales, 

Where  nothing  but  gothic  old  cuftom  prevails, 

Enraptur'd  I  gaze  on  a  new  fcene  of  a£lion, 

Tho'  fafhion  is  folly,  and  pleafure  diftraftion. 

Such  fights  I  have  feen !  and  fuch  ftories  have  heard ! — 

Well !  London's  an  excellent  place,  on  my  word !    ^ 

Oh  !  think  what  a  great  alteration  I  prove  ! 

Our  mountains  arc  left  for  the  city  of  lovc^ 
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Our  leeks,  and  our  butter-milk,  now  I  defpifc, 
For  I  live  upon  turtle,  and  perigord  pies. 

Sir  Authur  Lewellyn  I  think  of  no  more. 

Or  think  of  him  only,  as  being  a  bore, 

(An  epithet  all  the  fine  people  have  ready 

For  the  ftupid,  the  vulgar,  the  formal,  the  fteady.) 

Sir  Authur  no  more  with  my  hopes  will  accord. 

For  I've  talk'd  to  a  Duke,  and  have  danc'd  with  a  Lord. 


A  month  is  elaps'd  fince  from  Wales  I  was  brought. 

And  already  I  profit  by  what  I  am  taught ; 

I  begin  to  ufe  terms  that  I  never  had  known. 

If  my  liars  had  not  doom'd  me  to  learn  in  this  town, 

And  watch  all  the  women  of  falhion  I  fee, 

That  their  adions  may  be  an  example  for  me. 

I  imitate  thofe  who  are  reckon 'd  well  drefs'd. 

And  am  glad  to  coquet  with  the  men,  like  the  reft. 

My  AUNT,  who  to  ev'ry  pun<3:ilio  attends. 

Is  pleas'd  to  prefent  me  to  all  her  fine  friends. 

And  if  I  affociate  with  people,  who  know 

The  world  fo  much  better  than  Welch  girls  can  do, 

I  furely  a  good  opportunity  find 

To  improve  my  behaviour,  and  polifh  my  mind. 

Befides,  I  the  likelieft  method  purfue 

To  bring  home  new  fafliions,  dear  Kitty !  for  you, 

I  own  that  I  am  not  impatient  to  leave 

A  place,  where  I  dayly  amufement  receive. 

Here  mirth  and  foci^ty  court  me  to  ftay. 

But  in  Pembroke,  I  cannot  expe6l  to  be  gay  ; 

For  when  I  return,  poor  Sir  Authur  will  teaze  me. 

With  his  awkward  old-falhion'd  endeavours  topleafe  mc. 
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I  fhall  blufli  to  be  woo'd  by  a  figure  fo  queer,    • 
And  meet  his  profeflions  of  love  with  a  fneer : 
For  ah !  after  living  with  beaux  of  this  age. 
At  a  lover  fo  dull  I  Ihall  be  in  a  rage. 
And  difmifs  the  old  ruftic,  regardlefs  of  blame. 
In  fpight  of  his  pedigree,  riches,  and  name. 
With  what  different  afpeft  does  courtfhip  appear ! 
It  is  bufmefs  in  Wales,  but  true  gallantry  here. 

Too  fwift,  my  dear  Kitty !  the  moments  have  flov/n, 
Since  firft  I  arriv'd  in  this  turbulent  town. 
One  week  was  allotted  to  purchafmg  clothes. 
For  my  aunt  (who  is  fenfible,}  very  well  knows 
How  awkward  a  girl  muft  in  public  appear, 
Unlefs  (he  is  drefs'd  in  the  mode  of  the  year. 
And  fhe  kindly  declar'd,  that  as  Toon  as  my  head 
Was  prepar'd  for  the  cap  Madame  Beauvais  had  made, 
I  fhou'd  be  to  fome  people  of  confequence  known. 
And  fee  all  the  fav'rite  amufements  in  town. 

When  my  clothes  were  fent  home,  a  pert  Frenchman 

appear 'd. 
Who  made  my  hair  white  as  my  grandfather's  beard ; 
He  daub'd  his  pomatums  all  over  my  head. 
And  a  fcore  of  black  pins  made  it  heavy  as  lead. 
When  my  cap  and  high  feathers  were  properly  plac'd. 
The  top  of  my  head  was  three  yards  from  my  waift. 
I  gaz'd  in  my  glafs  with  amazement  and  fear. 
Left  my  figure  fhou'd  ftartle  whoever  came  near  : 
But  my  aunt  was  delighted  to  fee  me  fo  drefs'd, 
And  I  do  not  know  which  of  our  heads  were  the  leaft  ; 
Her  hair  being  gray,  was  difguis'd  by  the  fellow 
With  the  powder  that's  red,  and  pomatum  that's  yellow. 
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Thought  I,  metamorphofes  fometlmes  are  charming, 
But  this  is  to  me  of  a  nature  alarming. 
My  aunt  had  a  decent  old-virgin-like  face. 
This  awkward  deception  will  prove  her  difgrace. 
For  'tis  the  mod:  difficult  fcience  in  Nature 
To  make  an  old  lady  appear  a  young  creature ; 
The  juvenile  drefs,  and  the  airs  of  fifteen, 
Are  mal  apropos  to  fb  clumfey  a  mien. 

Her  cheeks  with  French  paint  were  amazingly  dy'd, 
And  a  pair  of  falfe  hips  to  her  fides  were  apply'd  ; 
But  what  will  you  fay,  when  I  tell  you  her  head 
Was  cover'd  with  feathers,  green,  purple  and  red  ; 
And  to  add  to  the  whimfical  pi£ture,  her  waift 
With  a  rofe-colour'd  fafh  like  an  infant's  was  grac'd ! 
In  (hort,  file  was  quite  an  aftonifhing  fight, 
And  I  freely  confefs  that  I  thought  her  a  fright. 
She  fmilingly  told  me  'twas  time  I  (hould  fee 
A  place  call'd  Pantheon,  where  people  drink  tea. 
And  pay  for  the  exquifite  pleafure  of  found. 
Which  tickles  their  ears,  as  they  walk  round  and  round. 
She  faid  —  With  impatience  her  fteps  I  purfu'd, 
Arriv'd  in  the  room,  and  there  motionlefs  flood. 
The  pillars,  and  luftres,  fine  ladies,  gay  clothes. 
The  foft-breathing  mufic,  and  foft-fpeaking  beaux, 
All  feiz'd  on  my  fenfes,  and,  dumb  with  furprize, 
I  filently  fealted  my  ears  and  my  eyes. 
My  fpirits  were  in  a  prodigious  quandary. 
When  firft  they  were  rouz'd  by  the  loud  Agujari  ; 
Whofe  voice  is  fo  fhrili,  and  whofe  lungs  are  fo  ftrong. 
That  fhe  aflcs  fifty  guineas  for  finging  one  fong. 
My  aunt  cry'd,  "  Dear  Biddy  !  attend  to  this  wroman ! 
"  I  vow  one  can  hardly  believe  fhe  is  human ! 
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**  O  Dio !  what  founds ! — ^Now  obferve  that  fweet  fellow 

"  Who  fits  there,  and  plays  on  the  violoncello, 

**  On  mufic  like  his,  Mifs  Ap-Owen !  I  doat  — 

**  A  folo  is  always  divine  from  La  Motte  ; 

**  But  yet  I  mull  keep  fome  attention  in  petto 

**  For  that  gentle  Italian,  the  fweet  Manzoletto." 

All  this,  my  dear  Kitty !  was  nonfenfe  to  me, 
Yet  unwilling  the  crowd  fhou'd  my  ignorance  fee. 
To  comprehend  all  that  fhe  faid  I  pretended, 
Tho'  I  really  was  glad,  when  the  concert  was  ended. 
We  then  left  our  feats,  and  I  felt  very  proud 
While  in  pleafing  diforder  we  mov'd  with  the  crowd. 
But  as  foon  as  we  got  in  the  midft  of  the  throng. 
They  trod  on  my  gown,  and  then  pulh'd  me  along. 
Thought  I,  thefe  fine  Londoners  make  very  free  — 
I  fuppofe  they  behave  in  this  manner  to  me 
Becaufe  they  believe  country  girls  will  fubmit 
To  be  batter'd,  and  bruis'd,  as  the  people  think  fit. 
I  own  that  I  always  in  Wales  underftood, 
A  woman  of  falhion  fhou'd  never  be  rude  ; 
But  furely  by  what  I  experience  to-night, 
Thefe  high-bred  fine  ladies  are  far  lefs  polite 
Than  thofe,  who  refide  on  the-xnountains  of  Wales, 
Where  innocent  freedom,  and  friendlhip,  prevails. 

What  a  wonderful  jargon  was  whifper'd  around  me ! 
What  comical  figures  appear 'd  to  confound  me  ! 
Some  in  dreffes  fo  queer  !  and  with  heads  fo  furprizing  1 
Sure  never  was  fafhion  fo  ftrangely  difguifing ! 
There  were  garments  of  every  colour  and  kind. 
There  were  cloaks  with  pink  fur,  all  be-trimm*d  and 

be-lin'd. 
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There  were  lappets  and  ribbons  that  floated  in  air, 

And  the  hoods  of  the  cloaks  ferv'd  for  bags  to  the  hair. 

The  ugly,  the  handfome,  the  matron,  the  maid, 

The  buck,  and  the  beau,  their  fweet  perfons  difplay'd. 

All  forts,  and  all  ages  of  people  were  feen, 

The  WIDOW  of  fixty,  the  miss  of  fixteen. 

Here,  a  buxom  fat  lady  fat  flirting  her  fan, 

There  a  youthful  coquette,  —  making  love  to  a  man. 

A  wither'd  old  bachelor,  ogling  a  prude  ; 

A  parcel  of  hobbitihoys  —  very  rude! 

But  I  cannot  do  juftice  to  half  the  odd  faces 

Of  the  pretty  prim  misses,  with  all  their  grimaces : 

One  drew  in  her  eyes,  like  a  perfon  near-fighted, 

One  pok'd  out  her  head,  like  a  turkey  affrighted. 

One  {tuck  out  her  elbows,  as  if  for  defiance. 

Another  look'd  fweet,  and  feem'd  full  of  compliance. 

A  beautiful  woman  came  fmiling  along, 
Diftinguifh'd  above  all  the  refl  of  the  throng. 
Qiioth  I,  to  my  aunt,  "  what  a  wonderful  creature  ! 
*'  She  feems  to  derive  all  her  beauty  from  Nature ! 
**  Good-humour  and  fprightliaefs  dwell  on  her  face, 
*'  And  (he  looks  like  the  goddefs  who  reigns  in  this 

place." 

**  The  beautiful  figure  you  fee,"  flie  reply'd, 
*<  A  Spencer  by  birth,  is  to  Devon  ally'd  ; 
**  To  that  good-temper'd,  amiable  woman,  is  glv'n 
**  The  bounties  of  Nature,  the  blefllngs  of  Heav'n  ; 
**  Her  fmiles  teach  the  Cynic  to  look  lefs  fevere, 
**  The  critic  is  dumb  when  Georgina  is  near, 
**  The  nymphs  to  her  charms  yield  the  praife  that  is 

due, 
**  The  fwains'  adorations  her  footfleps  purfue, 
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**  The  deity  Fortune,  is  plac'd  at  her  door, 

"  She  is  lov'd  by  her  equals — and  blefs'd  by  the  poor." 

The  next  was  a  lady  fo  frolick  and  gay. 

She  feem'd  only  fafhion'd  to  laugh  and  to  play. 

As  wild  as  the  colt  in  my  grandfather's  mead. 

With  a  fcore  of  French  plumes  nodding  over  her  head. 

A  rump  made  of  cork,  I  was  told,  fhe  had  on. 

And  that  every  part  of  her  drefs  was  the  ton. 

Her  hair  flood  upright  like  a  porcupine's  back, 

And  fhe  wore  a  white  founau,  inflead  of  ufacque. 

An  elegant  gipfey  came  tripping  along, 

Whofe  Frenchified  garb  foon  attraded  the  throng. 

The  beads  that  fhe  wore  on  her  neck  and  her  waift, 

I  fuppofe  were  efleem'd  as  a  proof  of  her  tafle. 

But  each  was  as  big  as  a  walnut  I'm  certain, 

And  her  apron  wrapp'd  over  her  gown  like  a  curtain. 

I  faw  a  fine  lady  come  buftling  along, 
Whilfl  fpeeches  of  drama  roU'd  foft  from  her  tongue. 
I  heard  her  lament  with  a  friend  at  the  door. 
That  the  rage  for  the  coterie  now  was  no  more. 
Said  fhe,  "  when  'twas  firft  in  fuch  high  eflimation, 
**  I  thought  it  a  place  of  fublime  recreation, 
**  One  cou'd  thither, retire  from  the  opera  or  play, 
**  And  talk  of  whatever  was  done  in  the  day. 
**  How  charming  to  pafs  the  dull  hours  of  the  nighl ! 
*'  Where  friendfhip  and  mirth  did  fo  kindly  unite ! 
"  Where  hateful  referve  was  black-ball'd  from  the 

room ! 
**  And  the  chearful  fociety  all  feem'd  at  home  !" 
She  faid,  and  withdrew  to  a  room  above  flairs. 
Where  they  dance  with  a  thoufand  grimaces  and  airs  j 
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We  follow'd,  and  faw  her  agility  try'd. 
In  a  perigordine  with  a  beau  by  her  fide. 

A  beauty  I  faw,  but  the  principal  part 

Of  her  charms,  were  indebted  to  fafliion  and  art. 

Says  my  aunt,  "  that  fine  lady  who  joins  in  the  dance, 

**  Is  as  giddy  and  gay  as  the  women  in  France, 

"  Aflifts  her  fond  hufband  to  haften  his  ruin, 

*'  And  feems  to  have  pride  in  the  mifchief  fhe's  doing." 

I  had  not.  the  time  to  exprefs  half  my  wonder, 
Ere  I  heard  fuch  a  noife  that  I  thought  it  was  thunder. 
A  troop  of  young  rakes,  with  impertinent  airs. 
Where  hailing  their  comrades,  and  running  up  flairs  : 
Among  them  were  fome  in  fuch  drefTes  !  dear  Kitty, 
I  cannot  think  how  they  fhou'd  fancy  them  pretty. 
Their  Coats  were  befpotted  with  black  in  odd  fliapes. 
And  I  never  beheld  flich  extravagant  capes  ; 
Their  fhoes  had  red  heels,  and  I  vow  and  declare 
The  buckles  were  fuch  as  our  harneffes  bear. 
They  enclos'd  the  poor  feet  in  prepoflerous  ftate. 
And  the  toes  feem*d  fcarce  able  to  lift  up  the  weight : 
Lord  Pug  wore  a  coat  like  a  livery  of  buff. 
With  a  cape  of  red  velvet,  —  but  as  for  his  muff 
Its  magnitude  gave  me  new  caufe  for  furprize. 
It  wou'd  make  half  a  dozen  of  m.oderate  fize. 
I  thought  it  appear'd  juft  as  if  the  good  Lord 
Deem'd  it  proper  to  wear  both  a  /liield  and  a  fword ; 
His  hair  and  his  handkerchief  fmelt  of  perfume. 
And  he  warbled  an  air,  as  he  walk'd  up  the  room. 

A  Duke  came  to  fpeak  to  my  aunt,  and  thought  fit 
To  laugh  with  us  both,  and  to  charm  with  his  wit. 
When  we  meet  I  will  tell  you  what  fine  things.he  faid. 
For  Fm  fare  they  will  never  be  out  of  my  head. 
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But  Lord  Pug  interrupting  us,  cry'd  out  —  **  By  gad ! 
"  One  would  think  all  the  people  below  flairs  weremad ! 
**  They  flock  to  the  tea  room  fo  eager  !  —  I  vow 
**  I  do  not  believe  there  is  place  for  you  now." 
On  hearing  thefe  tidings  we  haften'd  down  flairs. 
Where  the  people  were  ftill  like  a  parcel  of  bears  ; 
When  we  came  to  the  tea  room  we  found  fuch  a  crowd. 
That  ten  minutes  at  leaft  in  the  paflage  we  flood, 
Till  Lord  Pugy  and  another  young  beau  went  before. 
And  almofl  by  force  made  their  way  at  the  door  ; 
We  follow'd  their  fteps,  and  at  length  we  were  able 
To  wade  thro'  the  crowd,  and  fit  down  at  a  table. 

The  buzz  that  the  clamorous  multitude  made 
Prevented  my  hearing  a  word  that  was  faid, 
Infenfible  too  of  the  power  of  Cupid, 
I  began  by  degrees  to  grow  fleepy  and  flupid ; 
But  whilfl  I  was  nodding,  I  heard  a  loud  fcream. 
Which  feiz'd  on  my  fenfes,  and  ended  my  dream. 
For  great  was  my  terror,  my  grief,  my  amaze. 
To  find  that  my  feathers  were  quite  in  a  blaze  ; 
The  company  all  were  alarm'd  at  the  fight. 
And  I  wonder  I  did  not  expire  with  the  fright. 
A  poor  macaroni  with  horror  furvey'd 
The  quick  devaflation  it  made  on  my  head  \ 
Alarm'd,  for  an  engine  he  inftantly  call'd. 
Another  as  loud  for  a  fdatherbed  bawl'd. 
Some  cry'd  the  befl  way  was  to  flifle  the  flame. 
And  an  Irish  pert  mifs,  (I  forget  the  girl's  name,} 
Wifti'd  to  empty  the  tea  water  boiling  upon  it. 
Nay,  had  not  my  aunt  interfer'd,  flie  had  done  it ; 
But  gallant  Lord  Pug  bid  me  not  be  afraid. 
Then  held  up  his  muff,  and  it  fwallow'd  my  head. 
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The  fire  was  extinguifh'd,  the  muff  half  deftroy'd, 
And  the  hero  triumpiiant,  our  praifes  enjoy'd. 

I  {hall  love  Vifcount  Pug  for  the  aflion  for  ever ! 
I'm  fure  the  idea  was  monftroufly  clever  ; 
And  with  grateful  attention  the  tnuff  I  furvey'd. 
Which  had  fufFer'd  fo  riiuch  in  defence  of  my  head. 
With  the  little  remains  of  my  hair  that  was  left. 
And  of  all  my  fine  cap  and  gay  feathers  bereft, 
I  thought  one  adventure  a  night  was  enough, 
Therefore,  noble  Lord  Pm^,  with  his  poor  damag'd  muffy 
Advis'd  me  the  rifque  of  more  danger  to  ftiun. 
And  with  patience  to  bear  all  the  harm  that  v/as  done ; 
But  whilft  he  condudled  me  fafe  to  my  chair. 
He  lamented  the  lofs  of  his  muffy  —  and  my  hair. 

And  now,  my  dear  Kitty,  I  bid  you  adieu  ! 
My  next  fhall  the  theme  of  adventures  purfue ; 
I  have  not  yet  told  you  half  what  I  have  feen, 
For  I  both  to  a  play  and  an  opera  have  been  ; 
By  the  aid  of  falfe  curls  I  am  fit  to  appear. 
And  my  aunt  makes  a  point  I  fliall  go  ev'ry  where. 
New  adventures  occur,  and  new  pleafures  invite. 
We  fleep  half  the  day,  and  w^e  fit  up  all  night ; 
Nor  am  I  defirous  of  leifure,  unlefs 
It  is  that  to  you  I  my  thoughts  may  exprefs, 
For  to  quote  what  I  often  have  heard  my  aunt  fay, 
"  A  life  fo  enchanting,  is  quite  a  mm  gre." 
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MAY  DAY. 

fh  imitation  of  a  Poem  caWd  the  Firft  of  April.) 
1779. 


1  WAS  on  the  firft  of  gentle  May, 
The  chimney-fweepers  holiday. 

The  day  of  milk-maids  joys  ; 
When  garlands  in  the  ftreets  appear. 
When  brufli  and  fhovel  fiun  the  ear, 

And  trappings  deck  the  boys, 

'Twas  on  that  morning  fancy  fhed  • 

Her  powerful  fpells  upon  my  head. 

With  gay  delufions  fraught ; 
The  goddefs  at  my  couch  reclin'd. 
And  to  my  agitated  mind 

A  wond'rous  vifion  brought. 

Methought  among  a  jovial  throng, 
Thro'  London's  ftreets  I  pafs'd  along 

To  that  frequented  place. 
Where  ev'ry  Saturday  repair 
The  old,  the  young,  the  brown,  the  fair, 

To  praife  th'  Italian  race. 
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For  who  wou'd  fecm  devoid  of  tafte  ? 
Thither  the  fons  of  dullnefs  hafte, 

Whofe  ears  can  fcarce  diftinguifli 
The  minuet  from  cottillon. 
Nor  know  they  if  the  warbler's  tongue 

Italian  fpeaks,  or  Englifh ; 

But  cuftom  gives  them  the  pretence 
To  prate,  —  and  with  impertinence 

They  talk  in  borrow'd  phrafe  ; 
**  Ye  Gods  !  how  Gabrielli  fings! 
**  Her  every  note  new  fubjeft  brings 

"  For  CoGNOSCENTis' praifel" 

But  lo  !  upon  the  door  difplay'd, 
In  golden  charafters,  I  read, 

**  Here  May  will  hold  her  court 
*'  With  FASHION,  whofe  prevailing  fway 
**  Hath  long  permitted  her  firft  day 

**  To  be  a  day  of  fport." 

Then  was  the  portal  open'd  wide. 
And  entering  with  the  flowing  tide, 

A  wond'rous  change  I  found. 
The  OPERA  house  no  more  was  feen, 
For  NATURE  with  her  livery  green 

Had  drefs'd  the  level  ground. 

There  trees  appear'd  with  foliage  gay. 
And  the  gay  thorn  befprynt  with  May, 

In  virgin  white  array 'd ; 
Soft  was  the  air,  and  Zephyr's  wing 
Wafted  the  fragrance  of  the  fpring 

Along  the  chequer'd  ihade. 
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WhIIft  at  the  merry  tabor's  Cxind, 
A  jocund  tribe,  the  maypole  round 

Danc'd  in  fantaftic  meafures ; 
Fair  May,  led  on  by  fmiling  hours, 
(Drefs'd  with  a  coronet  of  flowers,) 

Approv'd  their  rural  pleafures. 

Then  thus  fhe  fpake  :  *'  That  all  may  know 
**  How  much  to  thofe  dear  friends  I  owe 

**  Ycleped  Lovcy  and  7o«, 
**  Hear  me,  ye  nymphs  and  fwains !  declare 
**  What  proofs  of  their  regard  I  Ihare, 

**  What  honours  are  my  own. 

**  Of  all  the  months  throughout  the  year, 
**  Mine  love  doth  conftantly  prefer, 

**  To  make  creation  gay  ; 
**  He  rules  the  valley,  hill,  and  grove, 
**  The  warbkrs  fmg  the  tale  of  love, 

*'  And  build  their  nefts  in  May. 

"  Fashion!  fantaftic,  wild!  and  free! 
**  Is  always  liberal  to  me, 

<*  And  in  my  praifes  loud  ; 
'*  She  has  more  Fetes  to  me  aflign'd,    • 
<*  Than  in  the  kalendar  we  find 

"  To  other  months  allow'd. 

"  And  now  in  gratitude  I  pay 

**  My  thanks  on  this  returning  day, 

<*  Whereon  my  reign  begins  ; 
'*  I  mean  a  triumph  fhail  be  paid 
"  To  LOVE,  and  that  fantastic  maid, 

"  From  whom  example  fprings. 
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"  Come  then,  ambitious  people  .'  come, 

**  Ye  who  have  made  their  courts  your  home, 

"  And  worfhipp'd  at  their  fhrine  ! 
**  Prefent  your  offerings  to  the  power 
*'  Whofe  pleafing  didtates  you  adore, 

**  Whofe  fway  illuftratcs  mine. 

**  Ye  who  with  Cupid's  fmilcs  are  blefs'd,' 
**  Come  in  your  gayeft  garments  drefs'd, 

**  And  ftrew  with  flowers  the  ground ; 
**  And  ye  who  have  incurr'd  his  frown, 
**  Here  pray  his  rigours  may  be  done, 

**  And  all  your  hopes  be  crown 'd. 

**  Attend,  fair  dames  f  and  courtly  beaux  ! 
**  Extravagant  in  rouge  and  clothes, 

**  Attend,  and  make  your  boaft, 
"  How  much  in  fashion  you  have  fhone, 
**  How  much  true  tafte  hath  been  your  own, 

**  How  much  your  whims  have  coft." 

She  faid  ;  — and  we  the  altars  fought  — 
The  fane  decreed  to  Love  was  wrought 

With  paintings  foft  and  gay ; 
A  thoufand  little  Cupids  there, 
Arm'd  with  their  bows  and  darts  appear. 

All  crown'd  with  wreaths  of  May. 

Bright  Venus!  gracefully  was  laid 
Beneath  a  flow'ry  myrtle's  fhade, 

Whilft  with  a  jocund  air 
The  graces  and  obedient  loves 
Releas'd  two  little  flutt'ring  doves 

From  the  refplendent  car. 


Two  downy  fwans  in  (lately  pride, 
Seem'd  with  the  filver  ftream  to  glide, 

In  golden  collars  drefs'd ; 
And  as  they  gently  floated  on. 
They  fearch'd  the  waving  reeds  among. 

To  build  their  bridal  neft. 

Meantime  blythe  Cupid  on  the  ftrand 
Reclin'd  —  his  arrows  in  his  hand. 

His  eipblems  ftrew'd  around, 
The  net,  the  chain,  the  bow,  the  dart. 
The  traps,  and  torments  for  the  heart. 

Were  in  abundance  found. 

Some  arrows  he  had  dipp'd  in  gall, 
(Which  unto  many  votaries  fall,) 

And  fome  were  fram'd  for  joy  ; 
But  moft  were  meflengers  of  ill, 
Infli£ling  wounds  that  never  kill, 

Tho'  comfort  they  deftroy. 

The  fhrine  of  fafhion  next  we  view'd. 
With  earings,  gems,  and  trinkets  ftrew'd. 

In  a  fuperb  confulion  ; 
There  cards  and  dice  were  ready  laid 
For  thofe  who  love  the  gambling  trade. 

And  counters  in  profufion. 

There,  clad  in  whimflcal  array, 
Painted,  and  gawdy  as  a  jay, 

Was  pleasure's  image  feen ; 
A  figure  in  appearance  fair. 
But  unfubftantial  as  the  air, 

Apd  of  fautaftic  mien. 
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(Within  her  court  the  young  and  gay. 
Enchanted  pafs  the  time  away, 

With  MIRTH  and  folly  playing  : 
Fat  lazy  luxury  is  there, 
Extravagance  in  mad  career, 

And  VICE  her  fnares  difplaying ;) 

I  gaz'd,  —  when  lo !  the  fongfters  cry'd, 
(As  if  feme  hoftile  bird  they  fpy'd. 

Which  fill'd  them  with  alarms  !} 
I  turn'd  —  a  murmuring  found  was  heard  ! 
A  ihoufand  plumed  crefts  appear 'd, 

As  of  an  hoft  in  arms. 

Like  the  far  diftant  wave,  thai?  roars 
A  hollow  fignal  to  the  ihores. 

Of  elemental  war, 
So  did  the  tumult  of  the  fcenc 
Portend  confufion  and  chagrin 

To  fome  among  the  fair. 

How  fiiall  I  tell  the  fights  I  faw  ? 
Hogarth  alone  cou'd  dare  to  draw 

The  fketch  of  fuch  a  group  ! 
,  The  brown,  the  fair,  the  young,  the  old, 
The  prim,  the  free,  the  meek,  the  bold, 

Compos'd  a  motley  troop. 

Yet  Devonshire,  with  angel  grace. 
And  Hebe's  blufh  upon  her  face, 

Advanc'd  before  the  reft  ; 
En  heriffbn  her  treffes'  rofe. 
Of  fpotlefs  white  appear 'd  her  clothes. 

White  as  her  lovely  breaft. 
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With  her  the  beauteous  Rutland  came, 
High  in  the  regifter  of  fame, 

Ador'd  by  all  the  gay  ; 
She  fparkl'd  like  th'  Hefperian  ftar, 
Which  glittering  on  Aurora's  car. 

Precedes  the  dawn  of  day. 

The  Mufe  can  ne'er  enumerate 
,The  many  fair,  the  many  great, 

Whofc  fmiles  their  envy  cover. 
Who  whilft  they  feign  a  friendly  heart. 
And  try  to  a6t  a  focial  part. 

Look  daggers  at  each  other. 

How  can  fhe  tell  the  various  clothes. 
That  Falhion's  votaries  cxpofe, 

To  the  aftonifli'd  eye  ? 
One  lady  wou'd  appear  Circaffian  -^ 
Another  feems  of  Polifli  nation. 

And  fome  equipp'd  to  fly. 

Thefe  fair  ones  on  their  fhoulders  wear 
Gauze  mont-au-cielsy  and  others  bear 

Gay  bafkets  on  their  heads  ; 
The  hair  of  one  a  fillet  binds. 
Or  flowrets  of  a  thoufand  kinds 

Are  intermix'd  with  beads. 

One  head  is  like  a  magpy's  neft. 
Another  is  abfurdly  drefs'd 

In  carrots,  fruit,  and  hops, 
Afparagus  and  leeks  are  there 
As  natural  as  if  the  fair 

Stripp'd  the  green-grocer's  (hops. 
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Thofe  who  to  Fafh  ion's  fane  repair, 
Prefent  their  various  oflferings  there. 

As  fuits  their  pockets  beft, 
Falfe  hair  en  chignisn,  fit  for  fale. 
The  feathers  of  an  oftrich  tail. 

Or  heron's  imperial  creft. 

Aprons  that  erft  had  made  a  gown. 
Gigantic  beads  juft  new  in  town. 

And  brought  from  Gaillard's  room  ; 
French  trimmings  in  a  hundred  Ihapes, 
Prodigious  muifs,  amazing  capes. 

Pink  powder,  and  perfume  ; 

Huge  buckles,  paramants,  and  lace. 
Rouge  and  cofmetics  for  the  face, 

Frivolite  and  foils, 
Cock'd  hats  of  Lilliputian  fize, 
Sattins  and  fdks  of  various  dyes. 

Are  faftiion's  mingled  fpoils. 

Variety  and  Whim  are  there 
To  place  the  ornaments  with  care. 

As  fuits  the  prefent  mode  ; 
StuiFd  hoops,  and  rumps  of  cork,  fuflain 
The  lefler  gifts  on  faftiion's  fane. 

And  fwell  the  motley  load. 

A  thoufand  bagatelles  befide 
Extravagiance  has  there  fupply'd. 

To  make  the  people  ftare  ; 
Fans,  opera-glalFes,  canes,  and  firings, 
Enamel'd  toys  and  cypher  rings. 

With  necklaces  of  hair. 
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(Meantime  a  millenery  crew 
With  floating  lappets  were  in  view. 

And  hairdreflers  from  France  ; 
The  FIGURANTS,  with  geftures  gay. 
In  drefs  and  attitudes  outrct 

Forin'd  the  fantaftic  dance  ; 

Whilft  LIBERTY  with  flowing  hair. 
And  all  her  lovely  bofom  bare, 

Came  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  FANCY  (of  chasmelion  kind,) 
Light  and  inconftant  as  the  wind, 

Was  hatching  whims  below. 

The  number  of  ambitious  beaux 
Aufait  in  equipage  and  clothes. 

How  can  the  Mufe  declare  ? 
They  fhone  like  peacocks  in  the  fun, 
(For  all  who  aim  to  be  the  /o«, 

In  fpangled  coats  appear.) 

Attach'd  to  Love's  enchanting  fane, 
Thofe  who  had  feldom  fu'd  in  vain. 

Their  grateful  thanks  renew'd  ; 
With  emblematic  chains  and  darts. 
With  billet  doux,  and  flaming  hearts, 

The  altar  foon  was  ftrew'd. 

But  whilfl:  each  happy  pair  exprefs'd 
The  joys  of  a  contented  breaft, 

Difcordant  founds  were  heard, 
And  in  a  mournful  pomp  of  woe, 
To  clofe  the  variegated  fhew, 

A  weeping  train  appcar'd. 
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Thefe  vidims  to  the  arts  of  Love, 
With  eyes  that  fpeak  dejedion,  move 

Towards  the  gawdy  fhrine  ; 
Th^  willoviT  boughs  and  nightfhade  bear, 
(Emblems  of  forrow  and  difpairj 

And  wreaths  of  cyprefs  twine. 

But  breaking  on  their  folemn  woe. 
Comes  a  fantaftic  gawdy  Ihcw 
"     Of  diffipated  lafles, 
Who  carry  mifchief  in  their  eye. 
Think  riot  is  felicity. 
And  idolize  their  glaffes. 

To  Love  what  cou'd  they  offer  now  ? 
They  gave  their  offerings  long  ago. 

Their  characters  and  ftiame  ; 
Their  fenfe  of  decency  and  pride. 
Beneath  the  power  of  fashion  dy'd, 

Tho'  LOVE  might  bear  the  blame  ; 

(For  real  love,  if  laws  and  ties 
Condemn  the  flame,  in  fecret  fighs. 

And  ftrives  to  break  his  chain, 
Whilft  fafhion  gives  the  reiti  to  vice. 
Deems  it  inglorious  to  be  nice. 

Or  cautious  of  a  ftain.} 

The  noife  increased  —  the  fair  and  gay 
With  laughter  met  the  gentle  May, 

And  try'd  to  court  her  fmiles. 
With  Wanton  Bacchanalian  fongs. 
With  jocund  fteps,  and  flattering  tongues, 

(Which  oft  the  heart  beguiles.) 
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But  rifing  from  her  flowery  throne, 
May  thus  addrefs'd  them  with  a  frown 

Of  harfli  contempt  and  pride  : 
**  Ye  wretched  tribe  !  who  dayly  wafte 
**  The  prefcnt,  like  the  time  that's  part, 

'*  Your  mirth  will  foon  fubfide. 

"  Like  the  chamelion,  fancy's  eye 
**  Changes  with  fwift  variety, 

**  And  governs  human  kind ; 
**  Fafhion  and  love  have  both  their  day, 
**  They  neither  at  your  bidding  ftay, 

**  But  leave  regret  behind. 

"  Your  changing  time  muft  alfo  come- 
**  Ye  cannot  ever  fmile  and  bloom, 

**  Nor  always  laugh  at  fate ; 
**  When  ugly,  old,  and  out  of  fafliion, 
^*  Unprivileg'd  to  gain  compaflion, 

"  What  then  will  be  your  ftate  ? 

"  Where  will  be  all  your  lovers'  fighs? 
"  The  incenfe  offer 'd  to  your  eyes,* 

**  Which  now  is  made  your  boaft  ? 
"  Thofe  eyes  will  lofe  their  youthful  fire  ! 
"  Your  faithlefs  lovers  will  retire ! 

**  And  all  your  power  b&lofl. 

*'  Ye  finful,  and  unthinking  dames  ! 

**  Ye  young,  ye  fair,  of  tarnifh'd  fames, 

'*  Henceforward  pray  remember 
"  Tho'  now  it  is  the  ides  of  May, 
"  And  ail  creation  looks  fo  gay, 

"  Jt  foon  will  be  Decembsr." 


Vot.  II. 
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A    LONDON    RECEIPT    TO    MAKE    A   ' 

MODERN    FINE    LADY. 


JdANISH  fair  nature  from  this  feat  of  tony 
And  let  hypocrify  prevail  alone  : 
To  art  dire6l  your  views,  her  laws  receive. 
The  noblefl:  ftudy  fure,   is  to  deceive. 
A  father's  *  pen  to  this  perfuades  his  fon,  . 
And  modern  children  to  this  pradlice  run  ; 
This  is  alone  Flirtilla's  conftant  aim. 
On  this  (he  builds  the  fabric  of  her  fame  ; 
Obferve  her,  blooming  as  a  flower  in  May, 
Firft  of  the  fair,  and  gayeft  of  the  gay, 
A  thoufand  glories  in  her  face  are  fecn. 
She  fmiles  an  Houri,  and  (he  moves  a  Queen, 
She  fparkrles  like  the  bright  Hefperian  ftar. 
And  grace  and  beauty  her  attendants  are. 
But  cou'd  the  doting  eye  purfue  the  maid. 
And  the  recefles  of  her  heart  invade. 
Starting  with  horror  we  fhou'd  learn  at  home. 
From  whom  flie  borrows  that  vermilion  bloom 
The  fame  Flirtilla,  whom  we  deem'd  fo  fair, 
Seen  at  her  toilet,  won'd  a  hag  appear : 

•  Lord  Cheftergcld. 
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To  Flamand's  flays  that  flender  waift  fhe  owes. 
And  Bruckner's  flioes  contradl  her  aching  toes  ; 
Her  clothes  are  well  contriv'd  to  hide  a  hump. 
Her  train  is  fix'd  upon  a  large  cork  rump  ; 
Cou'd  you  behold  her  with  unpowder'd  head. 
You  wou'd  be  apt  to  fwear  her  hair  was  red  ; 
But  powder  and  pomatum  fo  deceive, 
That  was  is  red,  you  paled  brown  believe. 

Falfe  curls  and  chinion  (he  from  Gaillard  buys, 
And  to  her  cheeks  a  foreign  bloom  applys, 
Feathers  and  heels  her  want  of  height  conceal. 
And  make  her  figure  feem  at  leaft  genteel ; 
Falfe  teeth,  falfe  fmiles,  falfe  words,  alike  combine. 
To  cheat  the  world,  and  make  this  thing  divine ; 
A  modern  Venus,  who,  if  flript  of  drefs, 
Is  age,  deformity,  and  uglinefs. 


I>  t 
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THE    PICTURE    OP    A 

FINE    GENTLEMAN. 


See  Florlo  in  his  vls-a-vis  — 

No  comet  fliines  more  bright  than  he  ; 

The  fpe£lacle  attrafts  the  eye. 

And  captive  fair  ones  round  him  die  ; 

Or  if  exahed  in  his  feat, 

On  Phaeton  he  fhakes  the  ftreet. 

Trembling  with  wonder,  we  beholt^ 

A  MACARONI  grown  fo  bold  ; 

He  lafhes  on  his  prancing  fteeds, 

Ar\d  looks  difdainful  o'er  our  heads ; 

But  (hou'd  he  to  tTie  opera  come. 

Elate  with  pride  in  beauty's  bloom, 

There  guard  your  hearts,  ye  tender  milles  { 

For  Florio  there  the  fcx  bewitches. 

He  comes  in  all  the  pomp  of  drefs, 
And  lovely  fpight  of  haughtinefs  ; 
A  troche  is  on  his  jabot  plac'd, 
His  finger  with  a  diamond  grac'd. 
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And  to  compleat  the  finifti'd  beau, 
A  giant  buckle  hides  his  fhoe  ; 
A  muff  as  vaft  as  Ajax  fliield. 
Behold  this  modern  Paris  wield  ; 
A  fword  is  dangling  at  his  fide, 
Of  temper'd  fteel,  but  never  try'd  ; 
A  feather,  white  as  Celia's  breaft. 
Adorns  his  chapeau  bras  ;  his  veft, 
Enrich'd  with  fpangles,  foils,  and  lace. 
Is  deem'd  the  fined  in  the  place. 

A  golden  fnufF  box  he  difplays, 

Takes  fnufF,  and  talks  in  foreign  phrafe ; 

Looks  at  his  watch,  whofe  brilliant  chain 

A  hundred  trinkets  does  fuftain. 

Games,  fwears,  and  ads  the  man  of  /o«. 

By  felf-importance  only  known  ; 

Makes  love,  and  rhymes,  coquets ^  and  fings, 

Whilft  with  his  praife  th'  aflembly  rings. 

But  cou'd  w6  follow  Florio  home. 

And  view  him  in  his  drefling  room. 

Without  the  aid  of  powerful  art. 

How  wou'd  the  pretty  mifles  ftart, 

To  fee  him  void  of  the  difguife, 

Which  fafliionable  drefs  fupplys ! 

Florio  no  longer  cou'd  be  known 

The  gay  Lothario  of  the  town  ; 

But  all  your  fex  wou'd  fpurn  the  creature. 

Nor  recolledl  a  fingle  feature 

Of  him  who,  not  an  hour  before, 

JEach  was  ambitious  to  adore. 
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On  a  Lady  who  choje  to  objlruci  others  in  the  door  way  of 
the  Drawing  Room  at. St.  James's. 


jHL  ARD,  ftrong,  and  ftubboni  as  a  rock. 
Brown  Bell  maintains  her  place, 

Bears  ev'ry  effort,  ev'ry  (hock. 
With  an  unalter'd  face  : 

In  vain  we  hope  (he  will  be  kind, 

And  grant  admittance  there, 
We  might  as  well  expeft  to  find 

Politenefs  in  a  bear. 

With  noble  obftinacy  fir'd, 

She  keeps  her  chofen  port, 
Whilft  with  the  dang'rous  confli<5l  tir'd. 

We  mourn  our  labour  lolt. 

With  garments  torn,  and  caps  awry, 

We  ftrive  to  gain  accefs  ; 
In  vain  contend  for  viftory. 

At  the  expence  of  drefs. 

Still  (he  obftrufts  and  guards  the  door 

For  public  ufe  intended  — 
The  golden  fleece  in  days  of  yore 

Thus  bravely  was  defended. 
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*Tis  fafeft  furely  to  retreat, 
If  we  wou'd  keep  a  rag  on  ! 

For  we  (hall  ne'e-r  a  Jafon  meet, 
Difpos'd  to  charm  this  dragon. 


On  Mrs. forcing  me  to  retreat  on  the  fame 

occafion, 

FULVI A !  impetuous,  bold  and  wife, 

Trufts  not  inferior  charms  ; 
But  left  we  ftiou'd  efcape  her  eyes. 

Attacks  us  with  her  arms. 

Since  (he  enfemme  fo  fierce  appears. 
And  can  fuch  marks  of  valour  give. 

Clad  like  the  Britifh  grenadiers. 

What  wonders  wou'd  Ihe  not  achieve .' 

She  fhews  the  pra^ice  of  the  field 

At  Court,  upon  a  nouvelle  plan. 
When  thus  fliq  makes  her  hoop  a  fhield. 

And  to  a  fpear  converts  her  fan. 

Some  by  a  fmile  fubdue  the  fwains ! 

Some  vanquifh  by  a  fingle  frown ! 
Such  common  arts  our  nymph  difdains. 

And  therefore  trufts  to  ftrength  alone. 


svitoj^i  imh 
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impromptu  on  the  gallantry  of  a  Colonel  who  cut  the  lace  of 
a  Lady's Jiays  in  the  Drawing  Room  at  St.  fames' Sy 
to  recover  herefrom  a  fainting  fit . 


TWAS  great,  'tw^s  moving,  to  behold  the  fight ! 

A  lady  fainting  in  a  Colonel's  arms  ! 
Whilft  brandiOiing  a  knife  that  erft  was  bright, 
He  cut  her  baddice  —  and  expos'd  her  charms. 

Thus  gallant  Perfeus  to  the  combat  flew. 
The  fair  Andromeda  from  death  to  fave, 

Her  cruel  foe  with  matchlefs  valour  flew. 
And  to  the  naked  beauty  freedom  gave. 


On  the  fame  SuhjeEl. 

FAIR  Sacharifla  in  a  fwoon, 

A  gen'rous  foldier  flew  to  fuccour. 

To  fave  her  breath,  unpin'd  her  gown, 
Cut  down  her  fl:ays,  and  rent  her  tucker. 

Such  hade  he  made  to  give  her  eafe. 
His  friendly  thumb  a  wound  receiv'd  — 

Ah  !  happy  fwain  !  whom  fate  decrees 
To  fmart,  while  fhe's  from  pain  relieved. 

Thus  eager  to  aflifl:  the  fair. 

Knights  errant  were  in  days  of  yore  ; 
They  courted  danger  —  laugh'd  at  fear. 

And  gloried  in  the  fears  they  bore, 
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EPIGRAM   ON    TWO  LADIES. 


Which  is  the  beft  to  hit  your  tafte, 
Fat  pork  or  fcrag  of  mutton  ? 

The  laft  wou'd  fuit  an  invalid, 
The  firft  wou'd  gorge  a  glutton. 

If  fat  and  plenty  is  your  aim, 

Let  Phillis  be  your  treat ; 
If  leaner  viands  are  your  choice. 

You  Pamela  may  eat. 
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On    a   sailor's  WIFE. 


When  Nelly  heard  her  mate  was  dead. 
For  very  grief  {he  kept  her  bed  ; 
,  Two  years  had  part  fince  cruel  fate 
From  hufband  fever'd  Nell  and  Kate  ; 
Two  years  thqy  were  decreed  to  mourn 
Their  dearies,  to  the  Indies  gone  : 
The  fhip  returns  with  jolly  Ben, 
But  Robin  ne'er  comes  home  again. 

What  can  the  haplefs  Nelly  do  ? 

She  mourns  him  like  a  widow  true. 

For  her  deceas'd  dear  Robin  grieving,     ■ 

She  envys  Kate  her  hufband  living  ; 

Whilft  Kate,  (who  late  was  brought  to  bed,} 

Envys  poor  Nell  her  hulband  dead. 


On  the  fame  SubjeSf. 

WHEN  Nelly  firft  l\eafd  that  her  love  was  no  more. 
She  t(>f>k  to  her  bed,  and  began  to  deplore  ; 
When  Kitty  was  told  that  her  hufband  was  come, 
She^got  out  of  bed,  and  defcrted  her  home  ; 
By  their  oppofite  conduft  'tis  fhrewdly  believ'd, 
Tho'  different  the  caufe,  they  are  equally  griev'd, 
Kate  envys  poof  Nelly  whofe  hufband  is  dead. 
And  Nell  wifhes  Kitty's  had  died  in  his  {lead. 
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On   KATE   and  JANE. 


THERE'S  notable  Kate 

Is  eager  to  prate, 
Becaufe  fiie  has  teeth  white  and  found ; 

Whene'er  you  accofl  her 

She  gapes  like  an  oyfler, 
Difclofing  a  cavern  profound. 

But  poor  Mrs.  Jane 

Is  happy  to  feign 
The  filent,  the  grave,  the  auftere ; 

Her  care  it  becomes 

To  hide  naked  gums, 
She  therefore  to.laugh  cannot  bear. 

Jane  quarrels  with  Kitty  for  grinning  fo  wide, 

Kate  fays  fhe  is  flifF  and  affe£led ; 
One  is  prompt  to  difcover,  the  other  to  hide. 

But  both  by  the  men  are  neglefted. 

Prim  Jenny  this  one  great  advantage  can  boaft. 

She  never  need  alter  her  plan  ; 
But  Kate,  when  her  gums  their  companions  have  loft, 

Will  fcrew  up  her  mouth  —  if  flie  can. 
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1  HE  nymph  whom  I  fmg 
Is  a  whimfical  thing, 
All  airs  and  grimace, 
All  powder  and  lace  ; 
With  paint  and  perfume. 
She  enters  the  room. 
With  languifliing  eyes 
She  ogles  and  fighs, 
Now  fimpcrs  and  chatters 
Now  whifpers  and  flatters  ; 
'Tis  her  principal  paflion 
To  be  in  the  fafhion  ; 
She  fimplicity  fcorns. 
And  her  perfon  adorns 
With  ev'ry  excefs 
Of  whimfical  drefs  ; 
Conceited  and  pert, 
She  liotes  on  a  flirt. 
And  nonfenfe  wou'd  hear 
From  feme  profligate  Peer, 
Much  rather  than  fit 
With  a  friend  or  a  wit  : 
She  fooner  wou'd  try 
With  a  Duchefs  to  vye 
In  tafte  and  expence, 
Than  be  famous  for  fenfe. 

Ridiculous  ever. 
And  rational  never. 
When  the  multitude  ftare 
At  her  drefs  and  her  air. 
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She  thinks,  fiUy  creature  ! 
We  dote  on  each  feature, 
And  while  we  furvey  her. 
Imagines  we  pay  her 
The  praife  that  fome  fulfome  old  fop  has  allow'd  her. 
Ah  !  let  it  be  told  her, 
Ere  many  years  older, 
,  The  wrinkles  of  age 
A  combat  will  wage 
With  jewels  and  feathers. 
Pomatum  and  powder. 

In  vain  will  (he  prattle, 
CoquettCf  fmile,  and  rattle, 
AfFedting  the  youthful  and  gay  in  December; 
Her  diamonds  alone,    • 
Will  be  known  to  the  tov\'Ti, 
Thofe  memento's  will  teach  us  her  face  to  remember. 
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Verfes  to  a  Lady,  on  her  faying  Jhe  preferred  Commonalty 
to  an  Irijh  Peerage. 

'  May  2oih,  1776. 


The  clock  ftrikes  five — ^the  watchman  goes 
To  take  his  portion  of  repofe  ; 
The  morning  dawns  —  the  idle  fleep. 
The  pilf  ring  tribe  to  cellars  creep  \ 
The  beggar  wanders  from  his  fhed. 
The  careful  houfe-maid  leaves  her  bed : 
Bleft  Saturday  again  is  come. 
And  citizens  are  free  to  roam. 

Rich  Mr.  Bug !  when  Betty  calls. 
Prepares  to  leave  his  fmoaky  walls  — 
The  barber  enters  with  his  Avig, 
A  bob  in  fhape,  but  full  and  big : 
In  hafte  fair  Madam  Bug  comes  down. 
With  ruffles  ftarch'd,  and  fattin  gown. 
As  briflc  and  bufy  as  a  bee, 
Tho'  full  of  fat  and  dignity ; 
Into  a  one-horfe  chaife  they  pop. 
And  bid  the  foreman  mind  the  fhop  ; 
Within  the  boot  the  porters  cram 
Some  beef  for  roafting,  and  a  ham. 
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With  divers  favoury  things  befide. 
Which  Ma'am  was  careful  to  provide. 

The  party  amble  thro'  the  ftreets  — 
Bug  nods  to  ev'ry  friend  he  meets. 
And  then  with  confequential  leer 
Looks  great,  and  fimpers  on  his  dear  ; 
While  prating  Jacky  fits  between, 
"  As  fine  a  child  as  e'er  was  feen." 

Thus  as  they  jog  in  pride  elate, 
Th'  apprentice,  envious  of  their  ftate. 
Beholds  the  chaife  with  wifhful  eyes. 
And  at  his  mafter's  fortune  fighs  ; 
To  rife  into  the  fame  condition 
Is  both  his  hope  and  his  ambition. 
The  higheft  point  at  which  he  aims, 
The  fole  reward  his  labour  claims. 

Meantime,  purfuing  their  career, 

Bug  pafles  by  a  wild  young  Peer, 

Who  with  felf-confequence  elate. 

Gloried  in  honours,  wealth,  and  flate, 

And  from  his  phaeton  look'd  down 

On  Bug,  with  a  farcaftic  frown  ; 

Then  thus  bethought  him  :  **  Oh  ambition  ! 

**  Thou  art  annex 'd  to  each  condition  : 

"  See  !  how  that  fellow  Bug  afpires 

"  To  leave  his  fhop,  and  vie  with  'Squires  ! 

"  How  different  'tis  with  him  and  me, 

**  Wis  forte  is  ca(h  —  mine  dignity. 

'**  When  fuch  comparifons  I  draw, 

**  .I'm  happy  in  my  own  eclat ; 

"  Nor  wou'd  I  change  my  fituation 

"  For  any  other  in  the  nation,  — 
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"  Except  an  Earldom  chanc'd  to  lay 
**  Unoccupy'd,  and  in  my  way." 
He  pafs'd  —  the  cit  with  arch  grimace 
Began  to  fneer,  and  laugh  apace. 
Then  thus  addrefs'd  the  female  Bug, 
(Beginning  with  a  graceful  flirug :) 

**  Behold  that  macaroni  Lord  ! 

**  So  gay  in  clothes  —  profufe  in  board, 

*'  His  fine  apparel  marks  the  fool, 

**  And  points  him  out  for  ridicule  ; 

**  Proud  as  a  peacock  he  appears, 

**  Tho'  to  his  tradefraen  he  arrears  ; 

"  I  know  that  his  eftate  is  dipp'd, 

*'  His  name  difgrac'd,  his  woodlands  ftripp'd, 

**  To  drefs  that  carcafe,  and  fupport 

"  An  idle  puppy  of  the  court, 

**  A  ufelefs  bawler  in  the  houfe, 

"  Whofe  brains  wou'd  hardly  ferve  a  loufe. 

*'  His  pocket  and  his  fcull  are  brothers, 

**  They  thrive  by  borrowing  from  others  ; 

**  I  thank  my  ftars,  with  heart  fincere, 

"  I  was  not  born  to  be  a  Peer  ; 

"  Make  ME  an  alderman,  kind  fate  t 

"  And  let  thefe  glory  in  their  date." 

Thus  thro'  this  life  opinions  go  I 
The  word  is,  chacun  a  Jon  gout. 

Yet  farther  I  wou'd  wifh  to  prove^  . 
How  much  precedency  we  love, 
How  human  nature,  difcontent 
With  what  our  deftiny  has  fent, 
Afpiring  unto  fomething  more. 
Craves  that,  which  is  not  in  our  power  i 
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I  wifh  to  make  fair  Stella  own 
That  fhe  is  wrong,  before  I've  done* 

Obferve  how  very  few  we  fee 

Content  with  mediocrity ! 

What  in  idea  they  believe 

The  greateft  blifs  that  heav'n  can  give, 

When  once  attain'd,  they  oft  defpife. 

And  fee  its  worth  with  different  eyes. 

Ambition  fires  the  human  foul, 
"  From  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pole." 
The  labourer  prays  a  farm  to  keep, 
To  threfh  the  corn  and  fatten  fheep ; 
The  farmer  rather  envys  Will, 
Yclept  the  monarch  of  the  mill. 
Who,  fhelter'd  from  inclement  weather. 
Grinds  corn,  and  facks  the  flour  together  ; 
But  Will  wou'd  like  to  bake  the  flour, 
And  keep  an  oven  at  his  door. 

The  cit  admires  the  parfon's  lot. 

Who  lives  at  eafe  within  his  cot. 

Enjoying  philofophic  pleafure, 

Lefs  than  good  eating,  and  much  leifure. 

The  vicar  fighs  to  be  a  dean. 

The  dean  experts  a  brighter  fcene, 

A  bifhoprick  his  merits  crave. 

For  which  he  is  the  Premier's  flave  j 

The  barber  longs  to  be  a  taylor. 

The  taylor  envys  Jack  the  failor. 

The  tar  a  foldier's  life  admires, 

The  foldier  to  withdraw  defires, 

V»t.  II.  E 
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And  pines  to  end  his  days  in  peace, 
With  milking  cows,  and  feeding  geefc. 
The  Nabob  wou'd  a  courtier  be. 
The  ftatefman  wifhes  to  be  free  ; 
And  tho'  ambition's  fyren  tongue 
Connects  him  with  the  bufy  throng. 
He  flghs  to  breathe  the  country  air. 
Remote  from  ftrife  and  public  care ; 
There  in  green  fhades  and  peaceful  cells. 
Forget  the  fcenes  where  tumult  dwells. 
And  with  a  joyful  heart  retreat 
From  all  political  deceit. 

Women  but  feldom  can  forego 
The  hopes  of  confequence  and  fhew  ; 
The  farmer's  girl  with  envious  eye 
Behold  the  lady's  maid  pafs  by  ; 
The  maid  to  be  a  lady  wifhes  ; 
The  lady  longs  to  wear  the  breeches  : 
The  'Squire  is  ever  on  the  fret 
Till  he  is  made  a  Baronet  — 
Then  his  ambition  is  not  fated, 
A  Viscount  he  wou'd  be  created : 
An  Irifh  Peerage  he  obtains. 
But  dill  his  difcontent  remains  j 
Hibernian  honours  he  defpifes. 
And  foon  to  Englifh  Earldom  rifes. 
From  whence  he,  with  an  eager  look. 
Aims  at  the  title  of  a  Duke. 

As  thro'  mankind  fuch  pride  will  flo''.^, 
I  to  Ambition's  (hrine  will  go  ; 
•  Why  (hou'd  I  differ  from  the  herd 
Who  daily  hope  to  be  preferr'd  ? 
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Stella !  thy  fentiments  are  high, 
And  proud  of  independency  : 
But  tho'  you  have  profefs'd  to  fcorn 
Honours  to  which  you  was  not  born, 
I  ow^  I  wou'd  not  hefiiate 
To  aim  unto  fuperior  ftate, 
Well  pleas'd  another  ftep  to  rife, 
Tho'  YOU  a  Coronet  defpife. 

Yet  if  dame  Fortune  does  not  lay 
Her  brilliant  offers  in  my  way, 
I  fliall  not  at  my  fate  repine 
Whilft  mediocrity  is  mine. 
But  thank  the  power  that  made  me  bleft 
With  eafe  and  happinefs  at  lead ; 
Thefe  then  muft  my  Supporters  be. 
My  Coronet  —  TRAN(iyn.LJTY. 


E  > 
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The  boy   and   the  BIRD's   NEST. 

A  FABLE. 

1776. 


From  cruel  deeds,  my  fons,  abftain. 
Nor  let  compaffion  plead  in  vain. 

V 

A  boy  there  was,  who  chanc'd  to  ftray 
Befide  a  thick-fet  hedge  in  May, 
Where  watchful  of  her  callow  brood, 
A  fweet  mufician  of  the  wood. 
Affrighted,  heard  his  ftep  invade 
The  filence  of  the  leafy  ftiade. 
Soon  as  (he  fees  th'  intruder  move. 
The  anxious  parent  fprings  above  ; 
Her  piercing  cry  betrays  the  neft. 
And  fpeaks  the  tumult  in  her  breaft. 
The  well-known  fignal  tempts  the  boy 
His  adive  genius  to  employ  ; 
With  eager  hand  and  fmiling  face 
He  takes  the  helplefs  gaping  race. 
The  wretched  mother  fees  the  deed, 
Purfues,  and  flutters  o'er  his  head ; 
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Now  flies  aloof,  now  hovers  near, 
And  warbles  in  the  robber's  ear : 

**  Oh  heedlels  of  another's  pain ! 
"  Say  muft  a  parent  fue  in  vain  i 
**  A  feeble  bird  by  grief  oppreft, 
**  Whofe  wealth  was  centred  in  her  neft. 
"  We  LINNETS  can  lament  our  kind, 
**  Like  men  of  more  capacious  mind  ; 
"  But  deeds  that  caufe  another's  woe, 
**  Our  jjentle  race  difdain  to  do. 


&*• 


**  How  had  thy  tender  mother  griev'd  1 
*'  Of  thee,  her  blooming  fon,  bereav'd  : 
"  A  grief  as  ftrong  as  her's  might  be, 
**  Is  certain  to  a  wretch  like  me. 
*'  Not  one  poor  bird  remains  of  four  — 
"  How  will  my  faithful  mate  deplore  ! 
**  For  us,  the  farmer's  gun  he  dares, 
**  FoF-  us,  the  ftolen  grain  prepares, 
"  For  us,  he  feeks  the  diftant  wood, 
"  Colleding  various  feeds  for  food. 
**  Too  foon,  too  foon,  will  he  return, 
**  Perceive  his  poverty  —  and  mourn  ; 
**  No  chirping  birds  will  rife  to  meet 
"  Their  fire,  and  blefs  the  lone  retreat ; 
"  Nor  yet  fhall  I  to  hail  him  fpring  — 
**  But  filent  hang  my  drooping  wing. 

**  Oh  I  cou'dft  thou  with  an  heart  humane 
**  Reftore  my  harmlefs  young  again, 
"  Wou'd  not  thy  breaft  with  joy  dilate, 
**  To  make  fo  many  fortunate  ? 
"  To  be  the  author  of  our  blifs  ? 
"  The  witnefs  of  our  happinefs ! 
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*'  And  wou'd  not  our  rewarding  prayfcrs 
*'  Breathe  fweeter  mufic  to  your  ears, 
*'  Than  infants'  fcreams,  and  parents'  cries, 
**  Expreflive  of  our  agonies  ? 

"  Oh  man  !  flialt  thou,  whom  art  endu'd 
**  Above  the  btads  that  range  the  wood, 
**  With  coward  tyranny  opprefs 
**  Thofe  beings  who  have  no  redrefs ! 
*'  However  weak,  however  fmall, 
"  We  feel  in  common  with  you  all ; 
*'  The  man,  the  dog,  the  bird,  the  fly, 
**  Alike  can  fuffer,  mourn,  and  die. 

'*  I  fee  my  mate  aloft  in  air, 

'*  He  comes  my  miferies  to  fhare  : 

**  On  THEE  our  deftiny  depends, 

*'  Thou  worft  of  foes !  or  btft  of  friends ! 

**  Let  fympathy  thy  bofom  fill  — 

"  It  is  no  pleafure  fure  —  to  kill !" 

The  Urchin  hears  —  a  while  he  ftands. 
The  downy  plunder  in  his  hands, 
But  feels  himfelf  to  mercy  yield, 
Reftores  the  birds,  and  leaves  the  field  ; 
While  the  bleft  pair  in  choral  lay. 
The  virtues  of  his  heart  difplay. 
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The   field  MOUSE. 
A  FABLE. 


A.  Moufe,  the  fleekeft  of  the  train 
That  ever  ftole  the  farmer's  grain^ 
Grew  tir'd  of  acorns,  wheat,  and  peafe. 
And  long'd  to  feed  on  favoury  cheefe. 
A  travell'd  fir,  a  moufe  of  fpirit, 
Endow'd  with  wit,  but  little  merit, 
In  evil  hour  a  vifit  paid. 
And  turn'd  his  inexperienc'd  head 
With  ftories  of  I  know  not  what ! 
"The  comforts  of  the  fhepherd's  cot, 
The  plenty  of  the  farmer's  barn, 
And  granaries  replete  with  corn  ; 
But  moft  the  luxury  and  wafte 
Of  houfes  own'd  by  hien  of  tafte, 
Where  a  man-cook  confumes  the  meat, 
Yet  leaves  enough  for  mice  to  eat, 
And  in  whofe  pantry,  cheefe  and  ham 
Invite  a  colony  to  cram. 

The  longing  moufe  the  ftory  hears. 
He  feels  alternate  hopes  and  fears. 
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His  friend's  advice  he  dares  purfuc. 
And  bids  his  rural  friends  adieu. 


When  night  her  fable  curtain  fpread. 
And  all  was  filent  as  the  dead, 
Our  hero  crept  along  the  way 
His  friend  had  pointed  out  by  day. 
And  entering  at  the  cellar  door, 
Afcendcd  to  the  pantry  floor. 
Behind  a  table  there  he  lies, 
And  thinks  himfelf  fecure  and  wife  : 
At  morn  a  plenteous  fccne  appears. 
Enough  to  ferve  him  many  years ; 
(The  reliques  of  a  fumptuous  dinner 
Are  tempting  to  a  young  beginner ;} 
He  peeps,  and  thinks  he  may  come  cut 
To  tafte  a  bit,  and  look  about ; 
No  foe  appears,  and  bolder  grown, 
He  fwears  the  treafure  is  his  own  ; 
Then  fallying  forth  in  open  day. 
Eats  all  that  comes  into  his  way. 

But  foon  the  greafy  cook  is  feen  — 
The  moufe  looks  pitiful  and  mean ; 
Scouts  from  the  drefler  in  a  fright. 
Yet  does  not  'fcape  his  watchful  fight. 
The  gnaw'd  remains  of  viands  rare 
Are  taken  from  the  fhelf  v^ith  care. 
And  in  their  place  a  trap  is  fet. 
To  make  the  thief  repay  the  debt. 

The  moufe  at  evening  dares  to  peep, 
And  thinks  his  foe  is  faft  afleep. 
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The  favoury  cheefe  his  fancy  draws 
Within  the  trap's  unfeeling  jaws, 
He  finds  too  late  his  error  there. 
And  dies  upon  the  fatal  fnare  : 
(A  martyr  unto  bad  advice ; 
A  leflbn  to  imprudent  mice 
Who,  difcontented  with  their  home, 
To  gayer  fcenes  defire  to  roam.) 
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The  larks. 


Let  not  thy  youthful  mind  pretend 
To  difobey  a  faithful  friend, 
Nor  rafhly  in  purfuits  engage 
Till  counfell'd  by  experienc'd  age. 

A  lark,  who  had  not  prun'd  her  wing. 
And  feebly  tun'd  her  voice  to  fing, 
Among  the  corn  was  wont  to  lie. 
Beneath  her  parents*  watchful  eye. 
There  waited  for  th'  accuftom'd  food 
Which  their  indulgent  care  beftow'd. 
There  chirp'd  and  hopp'd,  all  blythe  and  gay, 
And  liften'd  to  her  parents'  lay. 

At  length,  grown  weary  of  a  life 

Remote  from  buftle,  noife,  and  ftrife, 

For  liberty  her  bofom  burns. 

And  for  variety  fhe  mourns  ; 

Her  mother  faw  the  change  with  fear. 

And  thus  fhe  warns  her  darling  care  : 

**  Oh  unexperienc'd  child !  attend 
"  To  the  inftru6lions  of  a  friend  ; 
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**  Secure  from  danger,  by  my  fide 
*'  Enjoy  the  peace  the  groves  provide, 
**  Tempt  not  too  foon  precarious  fate, 
**  And  hear  the  truths  which  I  relate. 

"  When  fearing  in  the  middle  Iky 
*'  We  float  above  the  human  eye, 
**  Whilft  we  exert  our  little  throats, 
**  And  gaily  thrill  our  matin  notes, 
**  Some  favage  bird  obferves  from  far, 
**  And  meditates  unequal  war. 

**  If  in  an  humble  bufh  conceal'd, 
"  Or  feated  in  the  ftubble  field, 
**  Perchance  the  fportman's  dog  appears, 
**  And  fills  us  with  a  thoufand  fears ; 
**  Sudden  we  from  our  ambufh  fly, 
**  But  lo !  the  leaden  death  is  nigh, 
**  Some  wicked  {tripling  aims  his  gun, 
**  Deftroys  a  lark,  and  calls  it  fun. 

*'  Sometimes,  alliir'd  into  a  net, 
**  Which  for  the  birds  of  game  is  fet, 
*'  We,  with  poor  partridges  confin'd, 
**  Are  made  the  viftims  of  mankind, 
**  Doom'd  to  be  roafled  on  a  fpit  — 
"  Each  lark  a  mouthful  for  a  cit. 

*'  Be  warn 'd,  my  child  !  whilfl:  yet  there's  time, 
**  Nor  hafle  to  perifh  in  thy  prime  ; 
**  With  caution  venture  forth  to  fing— 
-**  Soar  not  on  too  prefumptuous  wing, 
"  Nor  far  above  the  corn  appear, 
"  Left  hoftile  enemies  are  near. 
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"  Still  more  I  muft  defire  —  with  me 
*' ,  You  find  your  own  fecurity, 
**  My  care  and  caution  is  your  guard, 
**  Your  gratitude  my  fole  reward  ; 
"  Be  then  content  with  me  to  live, 
"  And  fliare  thofe  bleffings  I  receive. 

*'  One  hour  to-day  I  muft  be  gone ; 
**  But  tho'  I  leave  my  bird  alone, 
**  I  truft  (he  patient  will  remain, 
*'  And  feed  upon  the  golden  grain." 

The  mother  fpake  —  and  flew  away ; 

The  young  one,  filly,  rafti,  and  gay. 

Thinks  this  the  time  to  try  her  wing, 

And  tune  her  vocal  pipe  to  fing. 

At  firft,  file  warbled  on  the  ground. 

Then  rifing,  caft  her  eyes  arouhd  ; 

To  gain  a  bufh  is  all  her  pride, 

But  there  (he  is  not  fatisfy'd  ; 

Her  pinions  feel  fo  light  and  ftrong. 

She  cannot  be  inaflive  long  : 

A  hawthorn  tree  is  in  her  fight, 

Whofe  thick  and  fpreading  boughs  invite  ; 

She  gains  the  tree,  and  thence  beholds 

The  fcenes  that  nature's  hand  unfolds  ; 

Beauties  (he  never  faw  before 

Charm  her  each  moment,  more  and  more  ; 

The  flow'ry  mead,  the  fhady  vale, 

The  yellow  field,  the  verdant  dale, 

The  fertile  paftures  fiU'd  with  herds, 

The  groves  inhabited  by  birds, 

Attraft  her  notice  —  in  furprize 

She  views  the  fplendour  of  the  fkies. 
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Obferves  the  many  birds  that  dare 
To  warble  —  rifing  in  the  air  ; 
And  envying  ev'ry  one  that  fings. 
Longs  to  make  trial  of  her  wings. 
Ambition  all  her  bofom  fires  j 
To  imitation  fhe  afpires ; 
Reftraint  and  prudence  are  no  more 
Her  fafeguards  in  this  tempting  hour ; 
All  fear  and  caution  fhe  defpifes, 
Forfakes  the  tree,  and  warbling  rifes. 
When  lo  !  a  kite  with  hoftile  eyes 
Beholds  the  lark,  and  downward  flies  ; 
Unfeen  he  comes  on  rapid  wings 
To  feize  the  flutterer  while  fhe  fings. 
In  vain  the  fhrieking  bird  laments 
Her  defliny  —  in  vain  repents 
Her  difobedience  to  the  prayer 
Occafion'd  by  maternal  care ; 
The  tyrant  gripes  his  trembling  prize. 
And  the  ill-fated  vi6lim  dies. 
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A  RIDDLE. 


One  morn  in  July,  as  I  wander 'd  from  home. 

To  an  elegant  beauty  I  happen'd  to  come  ; 

No  modern  fine  lady  I  ever  have  feen, 

Cou'd  boaft  fairer  Ikin,  or  more  delicate  mien. 

Tho'  fimple  and  plain,  yet  how  lovely  her  drefs  ! 

Beyond  gold  and  filver  to  me  I  confefs. 

Some  tears  had  befprinkled  her  innocent  face. 

Which  gave  her,  I  thought,  an  additional  grace. 

Her  birth  Ihe  deriv'd  from  a  mother  fo  old, 

She  liv'd  before  Adam  was  born,  I  am  told. 

The  nurfe  *  who  has  rear'd  her,  and  watch 'd  o'erheryouth. 

Is  the  author  of  plenty,  and  parent  of  truth. 

This  beauty  of  two  a£live  lovers  t  can  boaft  — 
But  alas  !  all  the  kindnefs  Ihe  bears  them,  is  loft. 
Though  they  often  for  her  may  difcover  a  paflion. 
Like  moft  modern  men,  they  are  fway'd  by  the  faihion ; 
To  ev'ry  new  obje6l  with  ardor  they  rove. 
And  to  each  pretty  face  make  profeffions  of  love. 

But  time  will  foon  fpoil  all  the  charms  of  my  fair  — 
She  will  quickly  decay,  —  nay,  and  die  too,  I  fear : 
Yet  children  flie'll  leave  when  fhe  falls  in  her  tomb. 
Who  in  procefs  of  time  like  their  parent  will  bloom. 

•  Nature.        +  Bee  and  Butterfly. 
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RIDDLE    II. 


lis  true  I'm  delicately  white. 
And  often  fhine  extremely  bright. 
But  fometimes  black  at  heart  appear, 
Tho'  outwardly  fo  fmooth  and  fair. 
As  tow'rds  the  verge  of  life  I  ileal. 
My  own  infirmity  I  feel  ; 
Now  fputter  with  an  old  man's  fpleen, 
Now  fhine  with  countenance  ferene. 
My  white  apparel  fcanty  grows, 
I  live  to  mourn  the  lofs  of  clothes  ; 
And  tho'  to  others  I  have  been 
As  true  a  friend  as  e'er  was  feen. 
Of  equal  ufe  to  high  and  low. 
They  let  me  unrewarded  go. 
Whilfl:  in  their  fervices  I  wafte. 
And  tow'rds  my  diflblution  hafte. 
Some  violent,  ungrateful  creature, 
(Some  felfifh  man  of  favage  nature,) 
With  cruel  fpeed  brings  on  my  death. 
And  blafts  me  with  his  hafty  breath. 
Wind  is  the  foe  I  moftly  dread. 
He  aims  deftrudlion  at  my  head. 
I  never  laugh,  I  often  weep, 
My  life  is  fhort,  my  price  is  cheap  : 
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To  feafts  and  balls  I  always  go, 

And  help  to  conftitute  the  fhcw  ; 

In  Romifh  chapels  I  delight. 

And  fhine  amid  the  (hades  of  night ; 

The  gem  from  me  new  ftrength  acquires, 

And  fparkles  with  fiditious  fires  ; 

Philofophers  my  value  own*; 

I  grace  the  hamlet,  and  the  throne. 

To  correfpondents  ufeful  am, 

And  to  the  friends  of  Pope  and  Pam. 

I  own  my  reign  is  quickly  paft. 

But  I  am  ufeful  to  the  laft : 

I'm  neither  giddy,  drunk,  nor  lame ; 

Yet  I  confefs,  with  grief  and  fliame, 

I  always  for  fupport  depend 

Upon  fome  ftrong,  fubftantial  friend  : 

If  he  withdraws  his  kind  afliftance, 

I  lofe  my  balance  and  exiftence  ; 

By  which  my  fate  is  truly  fhocking. 

For  by  the  fall  I'm  fpoilt,  and  broken. 
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RIDDLE    III. 


Come  to  my  fhrlne,  ye  wanton  beaux !. 
Rich  in  cravats,  cockades,  and  clothes  ; 
Come  to  my  flirine,  ye  pretty  lafles ! 
Who  love  me  as  ye  love  your  glaffes. 
Since  the  terreftrial  globe  was-made 
My  potent  power  has  been  difplay'd  ; 
Your  parent  Adam  bow'd  to  me. 
And  Nature  own'd  my  fov'reignty.  — 
Of  fiery  particles  compos'd. 
To  frequent  changes  I'm  expos'd ; 
Whoe'er  poflefles  me,  will  find 
A  plague  or  balfani  for  the  mind.   ■ 
With  different  afpefl  I  appear. 
To  fome  bring  hope,  to  others  fear. 
The  grave  Clorinda,  warm'd  by  me, 
Shews  fymptoms  of  vivacity ; 
And  Doris,  once  to  laughter  prone, 
By  knowing  me,  is  penfive  grown. 
Bright  Ariana's  thoughts  I  rule  ; 
I  make  Sylvander  quite  a  fool ; 
At  my  command  Amintor  fighs. 
My  power  infpires  Corinna's  eyes  ; 
At  Chloe's  pillow  I  attend. 
And  Amorofo's  dreams  befriend : 


Vol.  II. 
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I  baffle  the  phyficianVart, 
I  triumph  o'er  the  human  heart  ; 
With  wings  difplay'd  tho'  fometimes  found, 
In  filken  chains  I'm  often  bound : 
I  now  and  then  a  frown  create, 
And  beauty's  lip  can  ftamp  my  fate. 
I  frequently  excite  a  tear  — 
I  oft  in  filence  meet  defpair. 
Sometimes  I  raife  the  laugh  and  jeft, 
And  often  pain  the  tender  breaft  ; 
None  can  efcape  my  fubtle  fnares. 
None  can  efcape  my  hopes  and  fears  ; 
The  heads  which  majefty  has  crown 'd. 
My  power  and  confequence  have  own'd  ; 
I  govern  both  the  grave  and  gay, 
.  For  all  mankind  my  voice  obey. 
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RIDDLE   IV. 


1  Thro'  the  woods  my  paflage  make,       ^ 

And  lightly  o'er  the  rivers  go. 
Bid  Celia's  robe  new  foldings  take. 
And  from  my  wings  diforder  fhake. 
On  fome  be-powder'd,  empty  beau. 

The  milk-maid  oft,  at  early  day, 

I  meet  upon  the  mountain's  brow, 
I  revel  in  the  new-made  hay. 
And  oft  thro'  glens  untrodden  ftray. 
Where  rofes  wild  and  violets  grow. 

Unfeen  I  pafs  to  yonder  fhade. 

Where  Damon  fwears  no  more  to  rove. 
And  while  the  fond  believing  maid 

Thinks  that  his  paflion  ne'er  can  fade, 
I  catch  whatever  he  has  faid. 

And  bear  away  the  vows  of  love. 


KEY  TO  THE  RIDDLES. 

I.  A  Lilly. 
II.  A  Candle. 

III.  Love. 

IV.  Zephyr. 
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To  her  Grace  GEORGiAT::i A  Duchefs  (t/" -Devonshire. 
Written  In  Paffion  Week,  1779. 


Since  ancient  cuftom  for  a  week  fufpends' 
The  public  revelry  of  pleafure's  friends, 
Since  half  the  multitude  defert  the  town, 
Where  mirth  and  tumult  is  a  while  unknown  ; 
An  humble  Mufe,  unprivileg'd  by  fame 
To  grace  her  verfes  with  thy  noble  name. 
Attempts  to  profit  by  the  prefent  hour. 
And  breathe  her  wifhes  at  Georgiana's  door  ; 
Where  Icifure  may  perhaps  difpofe  the  fair 
To  read,  and  to  accept  my  lay  fmcere. 

Yet  what  have  I  to  wifh,  fair  nymph  !   for  thee,  , 
Whom  heaven  has  form'd  to  tafte  felicity  ? 
What  can  the  bounteous  fates  aiford  thee  more, 
For  whom  kind  Fortune  hath  unlock'd  her  (lore  ! 
Nature  has  made  thee  her  peculiar  care, 
Compleatly  good,  and  exquifitely  fair. 
Thy  face  in  funfhine  is  for  ever  drefs'd, 
It  beams  refleiled  from  thy  virtuous  breaft. 
Where  gay  good-humour  dwells  with  gentlenefs. 
And  gives  the  power  to  pleafe,  the  will  to  blefs. 
What  can  I  wifh  thee,  Devonfliire  !  befide  ? 
What  more  can  heaven  for  thy  content  provide  I 
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Grandeur  and  beauty,  health  and  youth,  are  thine ; 
Fortune  and  pleafure  for  thy  blifs  combine. 
And  thou  art  favor'd  by  the  tuneful  nine  ; 
Nor  more  enobled  by  illuflrious  birth. 
Than  by  the  fplendour  of  intrinfic  worth ; 
The  virtues  of  thy  mind  the  good  revere  — 
The  BAD  behold  thee  like  an  heavenly  ftar. 
That  fhines  above  the  reach  of  mortal  fenfe, 
Infpiring  awe,  by  its  pre-eminence  ; 
Thoufands  are  vanquifti'd  by  a  fmile  from  thee, 
And  thoufands  blefs  thy  liberality. 

When  graceful  in  the  mazy  dance  you  move. 
The  women  envy,  and  the  men  approve ; 
Sure  by  THEIR  eyes  Georgiana  muft  have  known 
The  charms,  the  power,  the  triumphs  of  her  own. 
Yet  while  enamour'd  of  her  charms  they  gaze. 
She  neither  courts,  nor  yet  difdains  their  praife  ; 
No  fupercilious  airs  in  her  are  feen  — 
The  frown  of  pride  and  infolence  of  mien. 
To  her  unknown,  are  us'd  by  nymphs  lefs  fair  — 
Her's  are  the  placid  fmiles,  the  jocund  air 
That  nature,  innocence,  and  youth  impart, 
To  fpeak  the  feelings  of  a  gen'rous  heart. 
-Her  affability  delights  the  throng. 
She  charms  the  old,  while  fhe  improves  the  young ; 
And  flander  in  her  condu6l  feeks  in  vain 
To  find  one  error,  or  to  fix  one  ftain. 

What  can  I  wifh  but  that  a  fame  fo  pure 
May  ever  in  meridian  ftate  endure ; 
That  in  a  profligate  and  thoughtlefs  age 
Reafon  and  honour  may  her  mind  engage  ; 


} 
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That  o'er  her  a6lions  prudence  may  prefide. 
And  Spencer's  virtue  be  Georgiana's  guide. 

But  when  the  hour,  the  fatal  hour,  fhall  come,  . 

To  veil  thofe  beauties  in  the  filent  tomb. 

Of  HER  fair  form  may  fhe  a  copy  leave. 

For  whom  their  garlands  future  bards  will  weave. 

Lovely  in  perfon,  and  in  condu61:  wife. 

With  all  her  mother's  fmiles,  and  radiant  eyes. 

With  equal  honour,  genius,  fenfe  endu'd. 

And  with  lefs  pride  of  being  great,  than  good  ; 

That  fo  OUR  CHILDREN  may  delighted  fee 

What  now,  Georgiana  !  wc  behold  in  thee. 
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To   Miss   COXE, 

On  her  Marriage  to  Sir  Francis  Basset,  Barft 

May  13/A,  1780. 


VV  HEN  modeft  beauty  in  the  face  is  feen, 
When  grace  and  chaftity  adorn  the  mien. 
When  fenfe  and  prudence  o'er  the  condu6l  reigns, 
And  virtue  in  the  breaft  her  power  maintains, 
The  Mufe  muft  wifh  the  lovely  nymph  to  fliare 
A  fate  as  happy,  as  her  form  is  fair. 

This  tribute  therefore  fhall  to  thee  be  paid. 
In  whom  thofe  merits  are  fo  well  difplay'd  ; 
To  whom  fo  many  artlefs  charms  belong, 
Which  claim  the  painter's  fkill,  and  poet's  fong ; 
Tho'  neither  can  fufficiently  exprefs 
Thy  beauty,  virtue,  truth,  and  tendernefs. 

Soon  will  the  time  arrive,  decreed  by  fate. 
To  bind  thy  vows  to  the  connubial  ftate  ; 
The  Mufe  in  friendfhip's  form  expefts  the  hour, 
And  therefore  fpeeds  her  wiflies  to  thy  door. 

For  THEE,  fair  maid!  may  Hymen's  bondage  prove 

The  means  of  happinefs,  the  tie  of  love ; 

May  all  thy  wiflies  with  content  be  crown 'd. 

The  LOVER  ilill  be  in  the  husband  found  ; 

Serene  and  joyful  be  thy  future  days  — 

Long  may'ft  thou  live,  the  fubjedl  of  our  praife. 

Of  Fortune's  gifts,  and  Cupid's  fmiles  poflefs'd. 

With  everlafting  funfhine  in  thy  breaft  ; 

Rich  in  content,  by  all  the  wife  approv'd, 

And  by  the  votaries  of  virtue  lov'd. 
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On  the  Right  Honourable  Earl  TALBOT. 
1781. 


When,  nobleTalbotl  we  behold  in  thee 

True  greatnefs  join'd  with  affability, 

The  kindeft  manners  undefil'd  by  art. 

The  cleareft  head,  and  the  moft  perfect  heart, 

That  gracious  liberality  of  mind 

Which  reaches  to  the  meanefl  of  mankind. 

That  fteady  genius,  that  exprefTion  ftrong. 

Which  marks  the  virtuous  lefTons  of  thy  tongue. 

That  firm  integrity,  that  conduft  wife. 

That  honefty  which  loathes  all  mean  difguife. 

We  gaze  delighted  on  a  life  fo  rare, 

A  mind  fo  virtuous,  amiable,  fmcere. 

If  we  regard  thee  as  the  tender  Sire, 

Still  more  thy  gentle  manners  we  admire ; 

We  honour  thy  affeftionate  addrefs, 

Thy  placid  temper,  eafe,  and  chearfulnefs  i 

If  as  a  FRIEND,  we  fee  thee  faithful,  juft, 

If  as  a  fubjedl,  fleady  to  thy  truft  ; 

Thy  heart  with  fenfibility  is  bleft. 

And  honour  rules  the  helm  in  Talbot's  breaft : 

A  thoufand  bleflings  on  his  fteps  attend. 

The  poor  man's  patron  !  and  the  good  man's  friend  ! 

A  thoufand  grateful  hearts  revere  his  name, 

A  thoufand  tongues  his  generous  deeds  proclaim  ; 

What  more  remaineth  for  the  Mufe  to  tell. 

But  that  his  charader  \%Jam  pareU. 
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To   SEMIRA. 


Go,  gentle  gales!  to  fair  Semira's  ear 
The  genuine  language  of  my  heart  declare  ; 
Tell  her  that  none  among  her  num'rous  friends 
With  more  fincerity  her  worth  commends. 
Approves  her  charms,  diftinguifhes  her  fenfe, 
Efteems  her  virtue,  truth,  and  innocence. 
Applauds  her  condud,  (where  th'  envenom 'd  dart 
Of  flander  finds  no  vulnerable  part,) 
Or  more  admires  her  converfe  fraught  with  ea(e. 
Her  artlefs  manners,  and  her  wifh  to  pleafe. 
Wit  and  good-fenfe  dire£l  Semira's  tongue  — 
She  charms,  whilll  fhe  improves  the  giddy  throng ; 
And  negligent  of  conqueft,  triumphs  more 
Than  thofe  who  ftudy  to  increafe  their  power, 
Whofe  charms  derive  their  origin  from  art, 
Amufe  the  eye,  but  feldom  touch  the  heart. 

The'  many  ]iave  perform'd  a  vidlor's  part. 

Few  have  like  you,  Semira !  learn 'd  the  art 

To  win  the  judgement,  and  delight  the  heart ; 

None  better  can  unite  true  dignity 

With  gentlenefs  and  affability. 

In  ev'ry  charadler  of  life  you  ftiine. 

And  add  more  honour  to  a  noble  line ; 


} 


[    74    ] 

Your  Henry's  choice  the  world  muft  fure  approve, 
A  choice  direded  by  efteem  and  love. 

Superior  far  to  infolence  and  pride. 

Sweet  condefcenfion  is  your  fav'rite  guide, 

That  winning  charm  fo  fingular !  fo  new  ! 

So  little  praftis'd !  is  pofleft  by  you  ; 

It  gives  to  all  your  w^ords  perfuafive  grace. 

Adorns  your  anions,  and  infpires  your  face  ; 

Makes  you  to  deeds  beneficent  inclin'd. 

And  reigns  fecurely  in  your  gentle  mind. 

Where,  to  accord  with  an  engaging  form. 

Nature  has  planted  ev'ry  mental  charm. 

And  mild  good-humour  like  the  folar  ray 

Beams  from  your  heart,  and  makes  you  always  gay. 
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On  his  Grace  RICHARD  ROBINSON,  Baron  Rookby, 
Lord  Primate  of  Ireland^  Archbijhop  of  Armagh  j  i^c.  i^c. 


Oh  great  of  foul !  benevolent  of  mind! 
Form'd  to  aflift,  and  to  improve  mankind,       ,-j 
To  make  the  univerfal  world  thy  care, 
And  teach  us  what  celeflial  beings  are  ; 
Thou  minifter  of  grace  !  to  whom  kind  heav'n 
The  delegated  power  to  blefs  has  giv'n, 
Whofe  heart  philanthropic  with  virtue  glows, 
Whofe  bounteous  hand  true  charity  bellows, 
Deign  to  accept  my  lay :  —  and  tho'  thy  praife 
Hiftorians  fhall  record,  and  poets  raife 
Far  brighter  trophies  to  thy  glorious  name. 
Yet  may  my  tribute  not  degrade  thy  fame. 
Tho'  others  in  fublimer  numbers  fing. 
And  give  new  mufic  to  the  lyric  firing  ; 
Not  one  bright  Mufe  among  the  filler  Nine, 
Can  boall  of  more  sincerity  than  mine.' 

L^t  this  my  humble  offering  recommend. 
And  to  my  verfe  a  borrow 'd  luflre  lend. 


5rU-;; 
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To  THE  EARL  OF  MANSFIELD. 

1778. 


If  fportive  fancy  fin  her  gayeft  drefs,) 
Superior  fkill,  and  genuine  tendernefs, 
If  manners,  blending  dignity  with  eafe. 
Wit  to  furprize,  and  courtefy  to  pleafe. 
If  thefe  had  power  perpetual  health  to  gain, 
The  fo  n  of  Themis  wou'd  no  more  complain ; 
Yet  by  the  trial,  which  his  friends  deplore. 
Fame  to  his  merit  gives  one  trophy  more. 
Proves  that  his  temper  fhines  with  equal  ray. 
Patient  in  ficknefs,  in  retirement  gay. 
He,  who  fo  late  in  crowded  courts  was  feen. 
With  fenfe  unerring,  and  with  judgement  keen. 
Now  to  a  few,  (a  chofen  few)  confin'd. 
Unfolds  the  diftates  of  his  adtive  mind. 
His  fancy  ftill  the  (hafts  of  wit  can  fteer. 
Not  to  moleft  the  heart,  but  pleafe  the  ear. 
His  memory  too,  the  treafury  from  whence 
We  draw  politenefs,  learning,  truth,  and  fenfe. 
Still  to  the  attic  feaft  by  rcafon  made. 
Gives  ftrength  to  argue,  fclence  to  perfuade ; 
No  frown  fevere,  no  particle  of  fpleen, 
Marks  the  clear  current  of  a  life  ferene. 
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A  life,  which  all  the  good  and  wife'  revere, 
ExtoU'd  by  fame,  arjd  to  the  Mufes  dear. 

For  him  this  wifh  infpires  my  votive  fong, 
May  the  indulgent  fates  his  years  prolong ! 
Still  may  he  live  the  injur'd  to  redrefs, 
The  fad  to  comfort,  and  the  poor  to  blefs. 
May  neither  pain  nor  forrow  mark  this  day  *, 
May  ev'ry  hour  be  fortunate  and  gay. 
To  him  in  lib'ral  meafure  may  it  bring 
Gifts  that  from  rofy-lipp'd  Hygeia  fpring ; 
Divine  compofure,  whofe  unruffl'd  brow 
The  frown  of  difcontent  can  never  know  ; 
Bright  chearfulnefs  in  placid  fmiles  array'd. 
Who  loathes  the  mournful,  folitary  fhade ; 
Strength,  which  the  hand  of  temperance  beftows. 
With  days  of  joy,  and  nights  of  calm  repofe. 

*  The  Anniverfary  of  Lord  Mansfield's  Birth-day. 
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To   RICHARD  BULL,- Esq. 

(With  an  original  letter  written  to  the  Duke  <j/OrMOND 
by  King  Charles  I.  when  he  was  at  Newport  in 
)he  Ijle  of  Wight.) 


Let  not  your  heart  with  fond  emotions  beat ! 
Let  not  your  eyes  exped  fuch  lines  to  meet 
As  Sappho  penn'd,  to  fuit  her  amorous  lyre, 
Attun'd  to  love,  and  warm'd  with  Lefbian  fire. 

This  fcroU  was  written  with  a  raven's  plume, 

Blacken'd  by  woe,  and  Royal  Charles's  doom. 

And  wafted  from  that  gay  luxuriant  Ifle 

Where  Nature  charms,  and  where  the  Graces  fmilc, 

(Where  tafte  and  genius  annually  repair. 

Your  thoughts  to  guide,  and  your  purfuits  to  fhare.) 

Deign,  my  dear  Sir  !  the  relique  to  receive  — 
To  murder'd  Royalty  compallion  give  ; 
The  faults  of  my  untutor'd  pen  excufe. 
And  let  the  subject  recommend  the  muse. 
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To   MIRANDA. 


I  OU  afk,  Miranda !  to  perufe  » 

The  poor  produ£lions  of  my  Mufe, 

And  fay  they  merit  fame  ; 
That  Mufe,  (your  partial  tongue  commends,} 
To  your  fuperior  genius  bends. 

And  thus  her  homage  pays. 

The  brilliant  thought,  the  gay  defign. 
The  power  by  various  means  to  fliine, 

Thefe  all  to  you  belong  ; 
Your  mimic  "pencil  well  can  trace 
The  glowing  fcene,  the  faultlefs  face. 

And  tuneful  is  your  fong. 

By  Nature  taught,  by  Genius  warm'd. 
By  fcience  favor'd  and  inform'd. 

Each  happy  art  is  thine  ; 
To  chance,  or  whim,  I  owe  fuccefs. 
One  only  talent  I  poifefs. 

One  only  boaft  is  mine. 

Nor  is  that  boaft  to  me  confin'd  — 
A  common  honefty  of  mind. 

For  ever  wears  the  fame. 
In  ev'ry  guilelefs  breaft  it  glows. 
To  truth  its  origin  it  owes. 

Sincerity  by  name. 
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To   CELIA. 


Say  !  thou  dear  rambler  !  who  art  flown 
*'  To  Goths  unknowing,  and  unknown," 
Say !  has  your  fancy  ever  ftray'd 
Beyond  the  verge  of  Rufus'  Ihade  ? 
Have  any  traces  fill'd  your  mind 
Of  friends,  fo  lately  left  behind  ? 
And  when  you  rove  o'er  hills  and  dells. 
Do  you  refleft  on  Tunbridge  Wells  ? 

Tho'  Netley  Abbey  rears  its  head 
Amidft  the  thick  embow'ring  fhade, 
Whilft  the  encircling  ivy  weaves 
Round  ev'ry  arch  her  verdant  leaves  ; 
No  Monk  like  pious  Forster  there, 
(Whofe  voice  adds  harmony  to  prayer,} 
Moves  ihro'  the  aifle's  monaftic  gloom. 
Where  only  weeds  and  nightfhade  bloom. 
No  letter 'd  fage  Hke  Mansfield  ftrays, 
Whilft  fcience  lifts  to  what  he  fays, 
No  reverend  druid  of  the  groves 
Like  Leeds,  in  gentle  grandeur  moves. 


No  pilgrim  there  is  feen  to  kneel. 
Nor  holy  knight  array 'd  in  fteel. 

Within  the  foreft's  fpacious  round. 

Nor  gnomes,  nor  fylphs,  nor  fays  are  found  ; 

There  only  larks  and  linnets  fing, 

And  pheafants  ftretch  their  pencil'd  wing  ; 

While  am'rous  doves  are  heard  to  coo. 

And  blackbirds  fip  the  morning  dew.     ., 

No  hamadryads  court  the  breeze. 

Nor  whifper  tq  their  kindred  trees, 

Nor  does  one  gay  Vertumnes  there 

Play  gambols  to  divert  the  fair. 

But  here,  my  Mufe,  reftrain  thy  fong. 
Which  founds  too  rude,  and  feems  too  long ; 
Some  by  thofe  fcenes  may  be  amus'd 
Which  I  have  faucily  abus'd. 
Only  becaufe  my  wilh  fincere 
Was  ftill  to  keep  fair  Delia  here. 

No  more  the  gentle  fmile  we  fee 
Which  fpoke  a  heart  from  malice  free. 
Eyes  that  exprefs  the  feeling  mind. 
An  adlive  foul,  a  temper  kind. 
Soft  beauty  which  with  fenfe  unftes. 
And  wit  that  dazzles  and  delights. 

As  from  the  trees  that  grace  the  walks, 
(Where  Thyrfis  bows  and  Milo  ftalks,} 
The  leaves  forfake  the  pendant  twigs. 
And  drop  on  redincotes  and  wigs. 
So  do  the  fair,   the  wife,  the  gay. 
From  the  deferted  pantiles  ftray  : 

Vot.  II.  C 
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Whllft  memory,  that  officious  power, 
Who  loves  paft  pleafures  to  reftore. 
Bids  my  deje£led  Mufe  compare 
The  joylefs  walks  with  what  they  were, 
When  ev'ry  little  leaf  was  green. 
And  fweet  amufement  fill'd  the  fcene ; 
When  mirth  and  joy  infpir'd  my  fong, 
And  Celia  fhone  among  the  throng. 


C    83    ] 
To   Mrs.    L*****. 

On  her  making  me  a  prefent  of  Mr.  Pope'j  Portrait. 


Awake,  my  Mufe !  and  ftrike  the  lyric  ftring. 
Awake,  my  Mufe !  of  gratitude  to  fing, 
To  yonder  hofpitable  grove  repair. 
And  breathe  this  meflage  to  Levina's  ear. 

Tell  her  my  beft  acknowledgements  are  due, 
When  Pope's  refemblance  meets  my  partial  view  ; 
A  gift  like  this,  by  fuch  a  friend  beftow'd, 
Muft  furely  make  me  feel  both  pleas'd  and  proud  ; 
Pleas'd,  fuch  an  obligation  to  receive 
From  HER,  whofe  darling  paflion  is  to  give, 
And  proud  the  portrait  of  that  bard  to  boaft. 
Whom,  of  all  poets,  I  admire  the  moft. 

Ah !  cou'd  my  pen  exprefs  my  thoughts  as  well  — 
Cou'd  I,  like  Pope,  in  dulcet  (trains  excel. 
With  magic  fweetnefs  I  wou'd  tune  my  lays. 
And  fill  the  woodlands  with  Levina's  praife. 
Butfince  to  me  no  eloquence  belongs. 
No  bright  ideas,  no  harmonious  fongs. 
The  title  of  a  plain,  well-meaning  friend. 
My  poor  imperfect  lines  muft  recommend  ; 
Allow  them  by  the  favour  of  that  name 
To  gain  a  pafTporl  to  the  banks  of  Thame, 
And  tell  you  that  the  gift  you  kindly  make. 
Is  DOUBLY  valued  for  Levina's  fake. 


G    2 
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To   ELIZA. 

A  Dialogue  between  Inclination  a«</ Prudence. 


Inclination. 

Immortal  love !  to  thee  i  bow, 

0 

To  thee  I  dedicate  my  vow  ; 

I  fpurn  whatever  weahh  can  give, 

And  fwear  with  thee  alone  to  live. 

Prudence. 

What  ftrange  romantic  whim  is  this  ? 
Fraught  with  fantaftic  dreams  of  blifs  ! 
Confider  well  before  you  chufe. 
Nor  haftily  thofe  gifts  refufe 
Which  liberal  fortune  can  beftow, 
(From  whom  eflential  blelfings  flow.) 

Inclination. 

Your  cold  unfeeling  heart  can  paufe, 
Tho'  Nature's  voice  afferts  her  caufe  ; 
With  worldly  thoughts,  and  felfifh  eye. 
You  charms  in  fertile  acres  fpy, 
And  think  your  freedom  wifely  fold 
For  magazines  of  venal  gold. 
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Wealth,  pleafure,  grandeur,  and  parade, 
Have  power  your  fancy  to  perfuade, 
And  titled  founds  more  charming  prove, 
Than  all  the  eloquence  of  love. 
For  me  —  I  fcorn  the  gilded  bait. 
The  dull  magnificence  of  ftate. 
The  fweets  that  luxuries  afford. 
The  joys  by  trivial  minds  ador'd : 

Gay  coronets  that  cover  care. 
And  pomps  that  make  the  vulgar  ftarci 
Proud  porticos,  capacious  rooms, 
Expenfive  robes,  and  waving  plumes. 
Gay  equipage,  and  all  the  train 
Of  pleafures  that  amufe  the  vain, 
Have  no  allurements  for  a  mind. 
To  love,  and  humbler  views  inclin'd. 
If  in  a  fcale  thofe  treafures  lay 
Which  bounteous  fortune  can  difplay. 
Wealth,  grandeur,  dignity  —  (and  all 
The  world  may  gay  or  fplendid  call ; 
And  in  the  other  fcalc  was  weigh'd 
A  heart,  for  love  and  honour  made  ; 
That  dear,  ineftimable  bait, 
Wou'd  in  my  choice  preponderate. 
Since  neither  gems  nor  gold  can  vie 
With  hearts  they  have  not  power  to  buy. 
Yes  !  in  fome  cot  or  humble  cell, 
I'd  chufe  with  him  I  love,  to  dwell. 
Rather  than  join  th'  infipid  throng. 
Who  to  INDIFFERENCE  belong: 
Let  thefe  their  golden  fchemes  improve, 
I  only  alk  content  and  love. 
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Prudence. 

The  perfpe£live  is  gay,  my  dear  ! 
But  alters  on  approaching  near  ; 
'Tis  mighty  pleafant  thus  to  frame 
Your  vllionary  blifs  —  the  fhame 
Which  won 'd  from  poverty  enfue, 
Is  hid  from  your  deluded  view. 
The  rofes  only  now  appear, 
But  thorns  will  mark  the  clofing  year. 
Rafli  being  !  think  beyond  to-day  — 
Nor  fancy  ev'ry  month  is  May  ; 
Perhaps,  by  thoughtlefs  paflion  led, 
Some  quarter'd  captain  you  may  wed, 
A  profligate,  ferocious  fellow. 
As  brave  and  brutal  as  Othello, 
Who'fe  paultry  pay  can  fcarce  produce 
Enough  for  regimental  ufe  ; 
Or  if  your  fancy  is  not  fet 
On  fcarlet  coat  and  epaulet, 
Suppofe  you  chufe  a  graver  line. 
And  fall  in  love  with  a  divine  !  , 

Methinks  I  fee  you  leave  the  town, 
Drefs'd  in  a  decent  purple  gown, 
(For  purple  parfons'  wives  admire, 
Whofe  hopes  to  biflioprics  afpire  ;j 
The  parfonage  by  yew  trees  bounded. 
And  with  infernal  roads  furrounded. 
Appears  in  fight  —  your  reverend  mate 
There  fees  the  whole  of  his  eftate. 
And  with  his  fermons  and  his  wife. 
Prepares  to  be  a  drone  for  life  : 
If  the  dear  man,  the  pious  prieft, 
Shou'd  ever  be  incliii'd  to  feaft, 
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Methinks  I  fee  you  at  your  eafe. 
Gravely  employ 'd  in  (helling  peafe, 
In  fluffing  turkies,  making  pies, 
And  dreffing  pigeons  in  difguife : 

Forth  at  the  early  morn  you  go, 

And  fee  the  palid  primrofe  blow  ; 

At  firft  the  novelty  agrees 

With  rural  thoughts  —  and  pendant  trees, 

Meand'ring  ftreams,  enamell'd  fields. 

And  bow^ers  romantic  plcafure  yields, 

Whilft  love  with  his  enchanted  wings, 

O'er  ALL,  fiditious  beauty  flings, 

The  ruflic  parfonage  improves 

And  brightens  the  furrounding  groves, 

Gives  to  the  flowers  a  richer  hue. 

And  luflre  to  the  early  dew. 

But  when  bleak  winter  fhews  his  face. 

And  love  moves  on  with  slower  pace. 

When  wither'd  leaves  are  fcatter'd  round, 

And  vapours  hover  o'er  the  ground. 

When  whiftling  winds  are  heard  to  pafs 

Along  the  church-yard's  fading  grafs, 

How  chang'd  the  fcene  !  —  perhaps  your  mate 

Glad  to  diverfify  his  ftate. 

Now  o'er  the  hills  and  vallies  bounds. 

Attracted  by  his  neighbour's  hounds. 

Comes  home  as  dirty  as  a  bear, 

And  dozes  in  an  elbow  chair  ; 

Whilft  you  by  houfehold  cares  annoy'd. 

Are  in  domeftic  deeds  employ'd. 

And  making  every  preparation 

Againft  the  Chriftmafs  celebration ! 
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Or  graftt  he  is  a  man  of  part^, 

A  genius,  gay  and  grave  by  ftarts  ; 

A  hufband  fo  replete  with  fpirit, 

Altho'  he  has  intrinfic  merit. 

Will  foon  be  tir'd  of  one  alone, 

And  fong  to  feek  the  motley  town. 

Lo !  he  is  govern'd  by  caprice, 

Tho'  bleft  with  quiet,  health,  and  peace  ; 

His  mirth,  his  pleafantry  is  gone. 

And  fober  fadnefs  rules  alone  ; 

Griev'd  at  the  change,  you  hourly  teaze  him. 

Till  you  have  loft  the  power  to  pleafe  him. 

You  filent  work  —  he  filent  reads. 

Till  rage  to  fullennefs  fucceeds. 

And  with  fome  words  of  fharp  ill-nature. 

You  niake  him  anfwer  you  with  fatire. 

Then  LOVE  no  more  in  fmiles  appears. 

And  Hymen  (beds  repentant  tears ; 

Tir'd  of  the  fcene,  your  hufband  roves 

Far  from  the  defolated  groves  ; 

By  what  he  fees  he  learns  to  hate 

The:  comfotts  of  the  nuptial  ftate. 

Dreads  what  his  future  lot  may  prove. 

When  pledges  of  imprudent  love, 

Like  olive  branches,  round  his  table. 

Shall  eat  as  long  as  they  are  able  ; 

And  cou'd  he  loofe  the  knot,  'tis  plain 

He'd  be  a  bachelor  again. 

The  dream  of  happinefs  fubfides ; 

His  living  fcantily  provides 

The  means  to  fhine  as  he  has  done, 

When  all  his  care  was  number  one  ; 

And  matrimonial  troubles  prove 

That  INDIGENCE  can  conquer  love. 
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■  Inclination. 

Yet  there  are  ills  I'd  drive  to  bear. 

And  troubles  I  wou'd  learn  to  {hare  ; 

If  fharp  misfortune  made  us  poor, 

And  mifery  waited  at  the  door, 

My  bofom  might  in  fecret  figh, 

And  forrow's  tear  bedew  my  eye. 

But  from  my  lips  no  fad  complaint 

The  feelings  of  my  heart  fhou'd  paint : 

Let  thofe  who  purchafe  wealth  by  crimes, 

Mourn  at  the  changes  of  the  times ; 

Let  ruin'd  gamefters  wildly  rave 

At  lofing  what  they  wou'd  not  fave  ; 

Unftain'd  with  guilt,  devoid  of  blame. 

My  wants  wou'd  never  caufe  my  shame. 

Tho'  care  might  my  companion  prove. 

And  difappointment  mark  my  love. 

Yet,  free  from  envy,  I  fhou'd  gaze 

On  fplendour's  artificial  blaze  ; 

View  the  feign'd  fmile,  and  fpangled  veft. 

That  hides  the  anguifh  of  the  breaft, 

And  in  my  humble  ftation,  find 

The  means,  at  leaft,  to 4)6  resion'o. 
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On  the  Death  of  a  Lady. 

1773- 


PrAIS'D  be  thy  memory,  honour'd  be  thy  tomb, 
Blefl  be  thy  fpirit  in  the  life  to  come. 

Yes !  Daphne,  thou  art  gone  !  the  truth  I  learn  — 
For  this  ftiall  many  a  gentle  bofom  figh, 

And  cyprefs  wreathes  be  hung  around  the  urn. 
That  marks  the  grave  wherein  thy  reliques  lie. 

Friendfhip,  when  anguilh  overwhelms  the  heart. 
Streams  from  the  eye,  and  eloquently  fpeaks ; 

Affliftion  can  pathetic  truths  impart. 

While  flattery  fleep§,  and  only  nature  wakes. 

Such  is  the  language  forrow  calls  her  own  ! 

No  words  to  fuit  its  purpofe  can  it  find, 
Silence,  and  fighs,  and  thoughtfulnefs  alone, 

Suit  the  fad  ftate  of  Albafmda's  mind. 

In  Daphne's  fmiles  the  little  loves  were  feen, 
They  from  her  eyes  their  fatal  arrows  fped  ; 

The  Graces  fported  in  her  artlefs  mien, 

And  now  are  mourning  for  their  Daphne  dead. 
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She  lov'd  a  youth,  fhe  gave  that  youth  her  vow. 
And  Hymen's  facred  torch  with  brightnefs  fhone; 

But  who  the  date  of  human  blifs  can  know  ? 
He  dy'd,  and  left  his  Daphne  here  to  mourn. 

Crowds  to  obtain  the  lovely  widow  ftrove. 
But  all  in  vain  their  idle  homage  paid, 

For  HE  was  gone  to  whom  fhe  gave  her  love. 
And  Ihe  was  conftant  to  Geraldo's  fhade. 

Lo !  juftice  gives  a  written  fcroU  to  fame. 

Who  fwift  on  founding  pinions  cleaves  the  air, 

To  ev'ry  ear  pronounces  Daphne's  name. 
Daphne,  the  amiable  !  the  wife  !  the  fair ! 
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Elegy  on  the  Death  0/ CELADON. 
O£lober  1781. 


MeTHINKS  acrofs  a  barren  heath 
A  fad  proceflion  feems  to  move, 

Attendant  on  the  claims  of  death. 
Which  ends  the  cordial  hopes  of  love. 

Methinks  the  fnowy  plumes  appear, 
Denoting  youth's  untimely  fate  ! 

I  fee  the  difmal  pomp  draw  near ! 
With  prefages  of  woe  replete. 

For  this,  fome  parent's  heart  receives 
The  keeneft  pang  it  can  fuftain  ; 

For  this,  fome  tender  lover  grieves. 
For  this,  fome  friend  laments  in  vain. 

As  o'er  the  heath  they  bend  their  way, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  folemn  bell ! 

I  hear  the  mournful  Mira  fay, 
'*  My  fon  !  my  Celadon  !  farewell." 

Alas !  at  that  much-honour'd  name. 
Can  I  refrain  from  friendly  fighs  ? 

Can  I  reje£t  compaffion's  claim, 

When  beauty    youth,  and  merit  dies  ? 
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Ill-fated  Celadon  !  for  thee. 

By  pity  urg'd,  I  drop  a  tear, 
Recalling  to  my  memory 

Thofe  gentle  virtues  I  revere. 

I  fain  thy  merits  wouM  declare, 
And  to  thy  name  due  honour  pay  ; 

But  forrow  interpofing  there, 

Demands  the  remnant  of  my  lay. 

With  retrofpeftive  thought,  in  vain 

I  recolle£l  thy  vernal  bloom  ; 
The  prefent  fcene  diredls  my  ftrain, 

And  chains  attention  to  thy  tomb. 

Thither  the  Mufes  ftiou'd  repair, 
Their  love  for  Celadon  to  (hew  — 

They  made  him  vs^hen  alive  their  care. 
And  with  young  laurel  crown 'd  his  brow. 

Since  death  has  fpoil'd  the  blooming  flower 
Which  they  had  patroniz'd  fo  long, 

'Tis  juft  they  ftiou'd  his  fate  deplore. 
And  with  his  praife  adorn  their  fong. 

But  how  can  they  record  in  verfe 

His  fame  with  their  accuftom'd  Ikill  ? 

The  loves  and  graces  on  his  hearfe 
Have  blunted  the  poetic  quill. 

Wit,  harmony,  expreflion,  tafte, 

Attend  his  manes  to  their  home  ;  • 

Once  faithful  tenants  of  his  breaft. 
They  feek,  with  him,  the  filent  tomb. 
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Sepulchred  in  the  facred  ground. 
In  fafety  may  his  reliques  fleep  — 

There  may  a  holy  train  be  found 
To  gaze,  to  meditate,  to  weep. 

Justice  and  virtue  fhall  appear. 
Around  his  early  grave  to  mourn. 

And  PITY  drop  the  generous  tear, 
While  FRIENDSHIP  mufes  on  his  urn. 
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On  the  Death  of  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM  Earl  TALBOT, 

Vijcount  Hensol,  Baron  Talbot  and  Dynevor, 
Lord  Steward  of  his  Majefiys  Houjhold. 

April  1782. 


Most  honour'd  NAME  !  that  did  fo  late  comprize 

All  that  was  virtuous,  excellent,  and  wife. 

All  that  was  gentle,  amiable,  and  gay. 

Bounteous  as  autumn,  and  ferene  as  May, 

To  THEE  I  will  devote  my  ftrain  once  more  ; 

Whilfl  I  lament  the  inaufpicious  hour 

That  damp'd  thy  glory ' —  thou  art  doom'd  by  fate 

Now  on  thy  master's  obfequies  to  wait. 

And  mark  the  tomb  wherein  the  noble  dull 

Of  Talbot,  -wife  !  benevolent  1  and  juft  ! 

Will  be  confign'd,  —  and  o'er  whofe  faered  urn 

Integrity  and  virtue  long  fhall  mourn. 

He  gain'd  more  real  confequence  from  worth. 

Than  from  the  fplendour  of  a  noble  birth. 

And  to  hereditary  grandeur  join'd 

Each  mental  charm  that  dignifies  mankind. 

Titles  and  wealth  by  sovereigns  may  be  giv'n, 

But  sense  and  virtue  are  beftow'd  by  heav'n, 
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Beyond  the  influence  of  terreftrial  fway 
They  ihine,  refplendent  like  the  folar  ray  ; 
Thefe  in  each  adlion  of  his  life  were  fhewn, 
Thefe  mark'd  his  charadter  for  bright  renown. 

With  all  thofe  noble  qualities  endu'd. 
That  conftitute  the  wife,  the  great,  the  good, 
Blamelefs  he  liv'd  —  refpedled,  and  approv'd, 
Efteem'd  by  royalty  —  by  Albion  lov'd. 

Nor  does  a  partial  pen  this  tribute  pay  — 
'Tis  TRUTH  direfts  my  elegiac  lay  ; 
To  do  him  juflice,  far  exceeds  the  Ikill 
Of  the  hiftorian's  or  the  poet's  quill. 
The  voice  of  candour  will  his  praife  proclaim, 
And  in  the  archives  of  immortal  fame 
Britannia's  genius,  with  attentive  care. 
Records  his  name  — and  marks  it  with  a  tear. 
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At  Shipley  in  Sujfexy  is  this  Epitaph  c«  Sir  THOMAS 
CARYLL,  who  died  in  the  Tear  i6i6,  aged  49. 


ASKE  ye  who  lies  entoomb'd  ?  that  crime 
Argues  you  liv'd  not  in  his  time  ; 
His  virtues  anfwer,  and  to  fate 
(Outliveinge  him)  exprefs  their  hate, 
For  ftealing  'way  the  life  of  one 
Who  (but  for  fafhion)  needs  no  ftone 
To  tell  his  praife  —  his  worft  did  die, 
But  beft  part  outliv'd  memorie. 

Then  vew,  reade,  trace  his  toomb,  praife  deeds 
Which  teares,  joy,  love,  drains  caufeth  breeds. 


The  above  Lines  were  Modertiiz!d  by  S.  B.,  /«  1773. 

ASK  ye  who  lies  within  this  tomb  r 

His  virtues  anfwering  declare, 
'Tis  not  to  be  exprefs'd  on  ftone 

The  mafs  of  worth  interred  here. 

Here  truth  laments,  here  sorrow  weeps, 
(She  o'er  the  tomb  her  mantle  fpread,) 

Here  virtue,  honour,  Caryll  fleeps,  . 
And  only  fame  outlives  the  dead. 

But  tho'  the  body,  thus  confign'd. 
Is  moulder'd  to  its  native  duft. 

Surely  the  foul  hath  happ'ly  join'd 
Th'  immortal  fplrits  of  the  juft  ; 

Then  view  his  tomb,  his  memory  love. 

Read  the  infcription,  and  improve. 

Vol..    II.  H 
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^itaph  ideftgrid  for  a  favorite  Mare,  once  helongingta 
ANNA  MARIA. 


Ye,  who  have  hearts  for  pity  made. 
Ah  !  grieve  for  her  beneath  this  ftone  ; 

She  boafted  no  illuftrious  breed, 
But  fpeed  and  merit  w^ere  her  own. 

Turn  not  with  haughty  looks  away, 
Becaufe  no  human  bones  are  here  ; 

Nor  be  aftonifh'd  that  I  pay 
The  tribute  of  a  pitying  tear. 

To  merit,  in  whatever  bread 

Its  charms  confpicuous  may  appear. 

My  honeft  praife  {hall  be  addrefs'd ; 
I  therefore  pay  my  tribute  here. 

For  few  have  led  a  life  more  pure 
Than  Theodora's  life  has  been  ; 

So  patient  ficknefs  to  endure. 
So  free  from  error,  vice,  and  fin. 

Tho'  not  for  thee  fhall  flow'rs  be  ftrew'd. 
Nor  Ihall  be  heard  the  village  bell. 

Yet  daifies  on  thy  grave  may  grow. 
And  robin  redbreafts  fing  thy  knell. 
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On  the  Death  of  STELLA. 


1  E  Mufes !  Graces !  Sciences  !  and  Loves  ! 

Who  dote  on  genius,  and  are  friends  to  worth. 
Ye  that  were  wont  to  fport  in  Stourhead's  groves, 

Whofe  lovely  miftrefs  now  is  laid  on  earth. 
Ah  change  your  mirthful  fmiles  for  tears  and  fighs, 
(A  tribute  due,  when  youth  and  beauty  dies.) 

Ye  Mufes !  twine  your  lyres  with  cyprefs  boughs. 

Ye  Graces !  move  deje£ledly  along. 
Ye  Loves  !  who  once  recorded  Stella's  vows. 

With  darts  reverted,  roam  the  woods  among  ; 
Let  genius  mourn,  connubial  concord  weep, 
And  at  her  early  grave  their  vigils  keep. 

Her  form  was  perfeft,  and  her  temper  kind, 
Hilario's  heart  her  various  charms  confefs'd  ; 

Senfe,  knowledge,  virtue,  dignify 'd  her  mind. 
And  generous  candour  dwelt  within  her  breaft  ; 

Joy,  peace,  and  innocence,  were  her's  to  prove. 

The  truefl:  friendihip  —  the  fincerefl:  love. 


H  i 
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But  thefe,  alas  I  were  not  decreed  to  laft ! 

The  hours  of  gay  profperity  are  fled  — 
The  golden  dreams  of  happinefs  are  paft. 

And  gentle  Stella  fleeps  among  the  dead, 
Whilft  a  young  cherub  *  on  her  flight  attends, 
And  o'er  her  marble  tomb  compaflion  bends. 

*  Alluding  to  her  fecond  fon,  who  died  in  a  few  weeks  after. 
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OPHELIA. 

February  loth,  178 1. 


irlOW  oft,  inexorable  death !  we  fee 
Thy  arbitrary  power  in  hafte  difplay'd  — 

The  brighteft  profpedls  are  deftroy'd  by  thee. 
And  funfhine  chang'd  to  everlafting  fliade. 

Thus  fair  Ophelia !  (fair,  alas !  in  vain 
Since  beauty  fail'd  to  mitigate  her  doom,) 

Endur'd  the  trial  of  diftrefsful  pain. 
And  died  in  youth  and  beauty's  vernal  bloom. 

Hither  ye  youthful  nymphs  repair  !  —  and  view 
Where  in  her  early  tomb  Ophelia  lies  ; 

Her  face  was  lovely,  and  her  heart  was  true. 
Her  manners  gentle,  and  her  conduit  wife. 

Ophelia's  heart  was  fway'd  by  tendernefs. 
She  prov'd  a  friend  fmcere,  a  faithful  wife  ; 

Virtue,  good-humour,  and  a  wifh  to  blefs, 
Diftinguilh'd  ev'ry  a£lion  of  her  life. 


C       i02      3 

Her  cheek  was  blooming  as  the  op'ning  rofc, . 

Her  bofom  fpollefs  as  the  new-fall'n  fnow, 
Her  voice  might  hiU  the  wretched  to  repofe, 

Her  fmiles  might  teach  a  hermit's  heart  to  glow. 

But  ah !  her  eye  —  in  vain  wou'd  I  exprefs 
The  various  beauties  of  her  radiant  eye. 

Replete  with  foftnefs,  fenfe,  and  tendernefs, 
Blue  as  the  halcyon's  wing,  or  azure  flcy. 

Her  converfation  was  devoid  of  art, 
Infpir'd  by  fenfe,  and  innocently  gay. 

Her  manners  were  defcriptive  of  a  heart 
Serene  and  chearful  as  the  month  of  May. 

Her  candour,  virtue,  modefty,  and  truth. 
Her  chafle  afFe6lion,  her  maternal  care. 

Her  ftri£l  fidelity,  her  love,  her  youth. 
Her  artlefs  beauty,  claim  a  pitying  tear. 

Yes !  with  thy  Carlos  my  regrets  I  join. 
To  his  fuperlor  grief  I  add  my  fighs  ; 

His  elegiac  ilrains  awaken  mine. 

And  call  the  drops  of  forrow  from  my  eyes. 

Dear  fhade  !  within  his  memory  thou  wilt  live  — 
Thy  charms,  thy-  merits,  are  recorded  there  ; 

Love  in  his  heart  thy  image  tries  to  weave. 
And  makes  thee,  ev'n  in  death,  continue  fair. 
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KNEPP  CASTLE*. 

1788. 


LO !  where  yon  ruin  (lands  !  the  poor  remains 
Of  what  in  former  times  adorn'd  the  fcene  ; 

The  Mufe  from  hiftory  this  knowledge  gains. 
That  great  in  former  ages  it  has  been. 

When  there  the  fons  of  Braose  t  liv'd  renown'd. 

For  martial  deeds  with  wreathes  of  laurel  crown'd. 

Within  thofe  walls,  perhaps,  in  former  days. 
The  chiefs  aflembled  at  the  feftive  board. 

The  old  to  cherifli,  and  the  brave  to  praife. 
Their  deeds  to  honour  —  or  their  loves  record  ; 

Their  deeds  were  worthy  of  their  mighty  name. 

Their  loves  were  conftant  as  the  veftal  flame. 

*  The  Manor  of  Knepp,  or  La  Knappe,  was  originally  a  part  of 
the  barony  of  Brembre,  (and  is  in  the  poffeflion  of  Sir  William 
Burrell,  Bart.) 

+  At  the  Conqueror's  furvey,  this  Lordfliip  was  in  the  poffeffioa 
of  William  de  Braofe,  in  whofe  family  it  continued,  till  Aliva  de 
Braofe,  by  marrying  John  de  Mowbray,  carried  it  into  that  family, 
from  whom  it  pafs'd  to  ^he  Dukes  of  Norfolk,  and  afterwards  to 
thcCarylls. 
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There  might  the  bard  from  fair  Aliva's  eye 
Catch  a  bright  glance  to  animate  his  lyre, 

And  white-rob'd  maidens  joins  in  minftrelfy 
To  praife  the  daughter  —  and  to  pleafe  the  fire  ; 

Aliva's  name  infpir'd  the  vocal  ilrain, 

Aliva's  fmile  repaid  the  tuneful  train. 

When  peace  (announcing  to  the  world  repofe,) 
Her  olive  enfign  on  the  tower  difplay'd, 

There  foft  content  her  habitation  chofe, 

And  joie  fans  fin  *  was  echo'd  thro'  the  fhade  ; 

The  fox  alone  they  in  wylde  purfu'd, 

Or  caught  the  fcaly  tenants  of  the  flood  t. 

No  more  the  hauberk,  nor  the  glittering  fhield, 
Gleam'd  o'er  the  hill  —  the  fpears  were  cafl  away  ; 

The  bugle  horn  refounded  thro'  the  field, 
And  Bacchus  crown'd  the  labours  of  the  day  ; 

And  there  Monteagle  Xy  wand'ring  thro'  the  grove. 

Courted  and  won,  the  objeft  of  his  love. 

Alas  !  the  hand  of  time,  with  cruel  force. 
Has  rent  the  high  embattled  towers  away. 

But  condefcended,  in  its  conquering  force. 
To  leave  the  relique  that  infpires  my  lay  ; 

To  leave  a  leflbn  for  the  proud  and  great, 

Whofe  pomp  and  confequence  muft  yield  to  fate. 

*  Alluding  to  a  gold  Baronial  ring,  (found  near  the  ruins  of  the 
Caftle,)  with  a  Doe  engraved  upon  it,  lying  under  a  tree,  encircled 
by  the  Motto  oi  joii  fans  fin. 

+  The  Lake  at  Knepp  covers  eighty  acres  of  land. 

X  Henry  Lord  Aforley  and  Monteagle,  married  Philippa  Caryll, 
Baronefs  Rye,  owner  of  Knepp  Caftle. 
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An  Anfwer  to  fame  Ferfesfentwith  a  Brace  of  Pheajants. 


Y  £  feather'd  tribe !  whofe  painted  plumes  difplajr 
The  gayeft  tints  that  Nature  can  beftow, 

Who  o'er  the  waving  foreft  wing  your  way. 
Or  woo  your  partners  in  the  vale  below, 

Well  may  ye  droop  your  beauteous  heads  with  fear. 
And  ftrive  in  plaintive  founds  to  warn  your  race  ; 

When  Corydon,  that  deadly  foe,  is  near. 
With  mifchievous  defigns,  and  watchful  face. 

No  archer  bold  a  truer  mark  can  take" — 

Not  Robinhood  cou'd  fhoot  with  better  aim ; 

Nor  can  the  god  of  love  more  havoc  make 
In  hearts,  than  Corydon  has  done  in  game. 

Whilft  tljro'  the  woodlands  he  his  courfe  purfues, 
I'm  doubly  bound  his  praifes  to  record. 

His  mufic  firft  immortaliz'd  my  Mufe, 

And  now  his  pheafants  fmoke  upon  my  board. 

Yes !  while  his  flcill,  his  genius  I  commend. 
The  Mufe  exclaims  :  **  Another  flrain  is  due, 

"  Sing  the  polite  attentions  of  your  friend, 
"  And  thank  the  hand  which  fed  and  flatter'd  you,'* 
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CLYTIE's    COMPLAINT. 

Written  upon  having  feen  the  Bujl  of  Clytie  changing  into 
a  Sun  Flowery  at  Mr.  TownleyV. 


Bend  from  thy  throne,  immortal  God  of  day  !.. 

Forfaken  Clytie's  dying  accents  hear. 
By  thee  betray 'd,  I  pine  my  life  away. 

But  ev'n  in  death,  for  future  pangs  prepare. 

In  vain  I  ftrive  my  feeble  limbs  to  move  — 
A  form  unknown  I  am  conftrain'd  to  take. 

Yet  does  my  heart  (unchang'd,  and  true  to  love,) 
Refufe  this  new  exiftence  to  partake. 

While  growing  leaves  around  my  bofom  fpread, 
Thofe  leaves  derive  their  golden  tints  ii'om  thee  ; 

Turn  to  the  beams  that  have  my  heart  mifled. 
And  prove  the  emblems  of  my  conftancy. 

Ungrateful  Phoebus !  tho'  my  form  no  more 
Can  pain  thy  memory,  or  offend  thy  fight, 

Yet  know  in  ev'ry  fhape,  in  ev'ry  hour. 
In  ev'ry  clime,  I  fhall  adore  thy  light. 
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Nor  think  thy  fcorching  rays,  with  fatal  force. 
Will  burn  my  leaves  before  the  clofe  of  day, 

They  ihall  not  fhrink  from  thy  meridian  courfe. 
But  all  their  charms  with  confcioiis  pride  difplay. 

Or  fhou'd  they  droop  beneath  celeftial  fire. 
The  balmy  zephyrs  will  extend  their  aid  ; 

And  dewy  evening,  as  thy  beams  retire. 
With  tears  of  pity  Ihall  bedew  my  head. 

Nor  will  the  rapid  change  of  feafons  prove 
Deftruitive  to  the  luftre  of  my  name  ; 

For  know,  proud  Phoebus  !  tho'  the  flave  of  love, 
I  ftill  am  deftin'cl  for  eternal  fame. 

The  time  will  come,  when,  in  Britannia's  ifle. 
True  attic  elegance  and  tafte  Ihall  bloom, 

When  art  and  fcience  m,ay  exulting  fmile. 
And  boaft  the  faireft  prodigies  of  Rome. 

Yes  !  Townley  then,  among  the  forms  moft  fair    • 
Will  place  that  Clytie  whom  you  now  defpife  ;  — 

My  beauty  {hall  revive,  and  triumph  there, 
Amidft  the  praifes  of  the  learn'd  and  wife. 

That  glorious  thought  fpeaks  comfort  to  my  mind. 
Peace  to  my  woes,  atonement  for  my  wrongs ; 

I  meet  my  fate,  undaunted  and  refign'd  — 
To  guilt  alone,  the  fenfe  of  fear  belongs.  , 
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The    mournful    SAILOR. 


t(    W  HILE  the  lull'd  winds  in  fighing  founds  expire, 
**  And  the  tir'd  mariners  enjoy  repofe, 

**  Why  cannot  I,  who  equal  reft  require, 
**  Invoke  fweet  fleep  my  weary  eyes  to  clofe  ? 

**  It  is  becaufe,  from  occupation  ^e, 

"  My  tlioughts,  Euphemia!  now  return  to  thee. 

*'  When  the  white  billows  into  mountains  grew, 
*'  And  forked  lightnings  fhot  acrofs  the  Ikies, 

**  My  deep  regrets  a  fhort  fufpenfion  knew, 
**  And  tumult  gave  what  idlencfs  denies ; 

**  Amidft  the  noife  and  horror  of  the  ftorm, 

*'  Ev'n  love  was  aw"d  by  danger's  threat 'ning  form. 

*'  But  in  this  tranquil  filent  hour  of  night, 

"  Alone,  unheard,  I  pour  the  mournful  ftrain, 

**  And  by  the  pale  moon's  melancholy  light 
*'  Gaze  on  th'  unruffled  bofom  of  the  main  ; 

**  Yes!  gaze,  and  wifli  my  mind  as  calm  cou'd  prove, 

*'  Forget  Euphemia  —  and  be  cold  to  love. 

"  Yet  ah !  how  vain  my  wi(h  !  how  weak  my  prayer ! 

"  Tho'  from  the  fafcinating  maid  I  go, 
"  Her  graceful  image  haunts  me  ev'ry  where, 

"  Hangs  o'er  the  reef,  or  beckons  at  the  prow ; 
"  The  fatal  beauty  feems  the  feas  to  brave, 
**  Afctnds  the  keel  —  or  floats  upon  the  wave. 
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"  Ambition  then  her  dang'rous  flame  renews, 
"  And  points  to  hopes  that  never  fhou'd  be  mine, 

**  While  fancy  can  with  magic  power  amufe, 

"  Plan  the  bold  fcheme,  and  form  the  deep  defign : 

"  Ah,  wretch  !  with  equal  chance  thou  may'ft  prepare, 

"  To  found  the  deep  —  or  reach  the  morning  ftar. 

"  Oft  in  my  dreams  I  feek  my  native  home, 

"  Hills  white  with  (heep,  and  valleys  rich  with  corn, 

**  From  whence  my  fteps  thro'  winding  paths  may  roam, 
"  At  ihadowy  evening,  or  at  early  morn  ; 

"  At  early  morn  my  artlefs  tale  to  tell, 

'*  At  fhadowy  eve  to  bid  my  love  farewell. 

"  In  fond  idea,  by  her  fide  I  ftray, 

*'  Thro'  the  long  grafs,  tow'rds  the  hawthorn  tree 
**  Which,  drefs'd  in  bloflbms  by  the  hand  of  May, 

**  I  dedicated,  peerlefs  maid !  to  thee, 
'*  And  taught  the  bark  a  monument  to  prove, 
**  Of  my  Euphemia's  charms,  and  Edward's  love. 

"  But  ah  !  how  chang'd  to  me  the  fcene  appears  — 
**  The  birds  flill  cajrol,  and  the  leaves  are  green, 

**  The  ftory  of  my  love  the  hawthorn  bears, 
*'  And  blooming  May  in  all  her  pride  is  fecn, 

"  But  dire  adverfity  my  fteps  purfues, 

"  Reproves  my  wifhes,  and  arrefts  my  Mufe. 

'*  Die  then,  ambitious  thoughts  !  fantaftic  dreams  ! 

"  Prefumptuous  hopes !  and  vifionary  joys  ! 
**  From  the  horizon  truth's  broad  mirror  gleams, 

"  Ends  the  delufion,  and  the  fcene  deftroys  ; 
**  Lo  !  fancy  fades  beneath  the  dazzling  light, 
^*  Sick'ning  retires,  and  veils  her  head  in  night." 


As  thus  the  youth  his  deftiny  deplor'd, 

Sleep !  Nature's  nurfe  J  to  clofe  his  eyelids  ftolc, 
(Sleep  !  which  alone  oblivion  cou'd  afford, 

Or  foften  forrows  that  had  piefc'd  his  foul ; 
Sleep  !  which  to  wretchednefs  fupport  can  lend, 
The  poor  man's  luxury,  the  fick  man's  friend.) 

Meantime  the  zephyrs,  pleas'd  of  love  to  tell. 
On  their  light  wings  the  tender  accents  bore  ; 

Each  liftening  Nereid  ftruck  the  vocal  fhell. 
And  wak'd  attention  on  the  diftant  fhore  ; 

Whilft  Cupid  vow'd  to  take  the  failor's  part. 

And  plead  his  paflion  to  Euphemia's  heart. 


Ill 


On  the  Death  of  ANliA  MARIA. 
Auguji  l-jthy  1783. 


If  innocence  of  life,  if  temper  kind, 
A  gen'rous  heart,  an  uncorrupted  mind. 
Have  power  to  urge  humanity's  foft  tear. 
Ye  fons  of  pity !  drop  the  tribute  here  : 
Ye,  whofc  mild  bofoms  own  philanthropy. 
The  loft  Maria's  tomb  with  grief  furvey, 
A  figh  benevolent  on  her  beftow. 
Who  oft  has  fympathis'd  in  other's  woe. 

Whilft  contemplation  is  by  forrow  led 
To  meditate,  and  to  lament  the  dead, 
A  SISTER,  this  fad  mark  of  love  affords. 
And  mourns  the  virtues  that  the  Mufe  records : 
Yet,  when  we  think  her  fpirit  fled  from  hence 
In  all  the  purity  of  innocence  ; 
When  we  refleft  on  what  her  life  has  been. 
How  true  to  honour,  and  how  free  from  fin  ; 
Our  lamentations  reason  muft  reprove. 
And  hope  dircd  our  thoughts  to  fcenes  above. 
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On  the  Death  of  the  Rev^  Mr.  FORSTER. 


JO  duft  confign'd,  releas'd  from  mortal  cares, 
Here  Forfter  fleeps,  beneath  an  humble  (lone  ; 
His  name,  his  memory,  the  Mufe  reveres, 

For  fweetnefs,  fenfe,  and  learning  were  his  own. 

Soft  were  his  manners,  tuneful  was  his  tongue. 

No  pomp  of  phrafc  was  in  his  fpeech  difplay'd, 
But  mild  fimplicity  enamour'd  hung 
.    On  ev'ry  word,  and  taught  him  to  perfuadc. 

Humble"  he  look'd,  unconfcious  of  his  power. 
Benign  and  peaceful,  like  the  lore  he  taught ; 

Content  in  gentle  accents  to  adore, 

While  ev'ry  word  with  eloquence  was  fraught. 

Terrific  fcenes  denotmcing  death  and  woe, 
His  quiet  nature  fought  not  to  difplay. 

He  made  Devotion's  artlefs  tear  to  flow, 
But  fent  defpair  and  agony  away. 

Pathetic  pleader !  thou  art  heard  no  more  — 
Mute  is  the  tongue  that  pour'd  fo  fvyeet  a  ftrain  : 

Ye  1  who  have  known  his  voice,  your  lofs  deplore, 
Ye  ne'er  fliall  Uften  **  to  the  like  again," 
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To  the  Memory  of  Miss  BOONE. 


Stranger  \  revere  the  confecrated  earth 
Where  fleeps  benevolence  and  modeft  worth, 
A  heart  with  ev'ry  fentiment  endued 
That  conftitutes  the  name  of  wife  and  good. 

ISTor  was  Eliza  good  and  wife  alone  — 
A  thoufand  namelefs  graces  were  her  own ; 
Her  tongue  the  words  of  wifdom  cou'd  difpenfe, 
Array 'd  in  all  the  charms  of  eloquence  : 
Adorn 'd  with  talents  of  fuperior  kind, 
A  liberal  foul,  a  cultivated  mind  ; 
Genius  and  tafte  appear'd  in  all  fhe  faid. 
Wit  to  furprize,  and  reafon  to  perfuade. 
The  fick,  the  aged,  penitent,  and  poor. 
Found  peace  and  comfort  at  Eliza's  door, 
Who  felt  for  all  that  fufFer'd  pain  or  want. 
And  thought  it  happinefs  fupreme  to  grant. 
Remote  from  public  fcenes  of  noife  and  ftrife. 
No  cares  difturb'd  the  ev'ning  of  her  life. 
With  chearful  fteps  in  pious  paths  {he  trode, 
And  dy'd  refign'd  unto  the  will  of  God. 


Vol.  II. 


f/ 
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On  a  TULIP  TREE,  planted  by  an  Old  Gardener. 


Hail  to  his  memory !  whofe  induftrious  hand 
Planted  this  tree,  and  watch'd  the  growing  {hade ; 

Whofe  eye  beheld  with  pride  the  leaves  expand. 
And  deem'd  the  plant  an  honour  to  his  trade. 

In  plain  fimplicity  his  language  flow'd. 

His  life  was  harmlefs,  and  his  heart  fmcere  ; 

That  undefigning  heart  with  juftice  glow'd, 
And  gratitude  imprefs'd  her  fignet  there. 

Reft  to  his  manes !  tho'  of  humble  name. 
His  praife  extends  beyond  this  narrow  fod  — 

In  Pope's  immortal  page  we  read  his  fame, 
"  An  honeft  man's  the  nobleft  work  of  God." 
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Ferfes  intended  for  the  Epitaph  of  Sir  C.  R. 
Nov.  9,  1788. 


Hither  mlld  charity  and  Friendfhip  come  ! 
Mourn  for  your  lofs,  and  porider  o'er  this  tomb  ; 
Lament  a  heart  where  warm  afFeftion  reign'd. 
Where  pure  benevolence  her  feat  maintain'd, 
Where  genuine  worth  (that  fhun'd  the  public  eye,) 
Adorn 'd  his  life,  and  taught  him  how  to  die ; 
With  chriftian  patience  cou'd  his  heart  fuftain. 
And  gave  philofophy  to  fmile  at  pain. 

Blefs'd  fliade  of  him  whofe  virtues  I.  revere ! 
Whofe  honour'd  name  demands, my  filial  tear  I 
To  thee,  this  laft  fad  proof  of  love  is  due. 
The  Mufe  unworthy,  but  her  language  true ; 
While  memory  lives,  with  pride  I  will  atteft 
The  generous  feelings  that  infpir'd  thy  breaft, 
And  wifli  that  heav'n  to  me  may  grace  fupply. 
To  live  as  well  —  and  as  refign'd  to  die. 


I  2 
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Epitaph  on  Mrs.  A.  B 
1789. 


Y  E !  to  whom  truth  and  charity  are  dear. 
Survey  this  marble,  and  this  duft  revere. 

Here  fleeps  a  heart  that  never  learnt  to  feign, 
A  heart  (incere,  afFe6lionate,  humane  ; 
A  generous  temper  which  was  prompt  to  give. 
Zealous  to  pleafe,  and  anxious  to  relieve. 

In  condu6l  wife,  benevolent,  and  juft, 
True  to  each  (bcial  tie,  each  facred  truft  j 
Thro'  a  long  life  refpe£lably  fhe  mov'd. 
And  dy'd  lamented,  as  fhe  liv'd  belov'd. 
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SONGS. 


Sweet  as  the  fragrancy  of  op'ning  flowers, 
Sweet  as  the  gentle  breeze  or  fummer  Ihowers, 
Sweet  as  the  dews  defcend  on  thirfty  plains, 
So  fweet  to  me,  oh  Delia  1  are  thy  ftrains. 

Sweet  as  cool  evening  after  fultry  day, 
Sweet  as  the  blackbird's  or  the  linnet's  lay, 
Sweet  as  the  nightingale's  melodious  fong. 
So  fw;eet  the  mufic  of  my  Delia's  tongue. 

Fair  as  the  faireft  flower  among  the  fair, 

And  mild  as  morning's  breeze  or  evening  air, 

Chearful  as  yonder  hill  in  verdure  drefs'd. 

So  fair  is  Delia's  form,  fo  chearful  Delia's  bread. 

Whene'er  my  Delia  tunes  her  gentle  fong, 
The  fawns  might  wonder  as  they  fport  along, 
The  birds  unite  in  approbative  lays. 
And  ev'ry  poet  celebrate  her  praife. 
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CLARA. 

iHE  beauteous  caflcet  wrought  with  (kill  and  care, 
Invites  the  gazer's  firft  attention  there. 
But  when  the  treafure  it  contains  is  feen. 
We  give  our  preference  to  the  gem  within. 

Go,  ye  mifguided  lovers !  take  your  part  — 
Applaud  the  face,  whilft  1  commend  the  heart ; 
Let  Clara's  beauty  anim^e  ygur  fongs, 
To  MINE  the  praife  of  Clara's  mind  belongs. 

To  her  bright  eyes  adoring  lovers  bend  — 

I  rate  her  virtues  like  a  faithful  friend  ; 

To  fuit  her  mind,  a  faultlefs  form  was  given ; 

But  fure  the  first,  was  the  best  gift  of  heaven. 
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PENSEROSA. 

Ah  fay  !  does  Alexis  difdain 
To  think  of  his  Lefbia  a  while  ? 

Are  her  hopes  and  her  wifhes  in  vain  ! 
Does  the  Ihepherd  refufe  her  a  fmile  ? 

Are  all  his  profeffions  forgot  ? 

Is  virtuous  affeftion  no  more  ? 
If  fo,  it  muft  be  her  hard  lot 

To  think  on  the  paft,  and  deplore. 

If  fuch  alteration  appears. 

Yet  ihe  fcarcely  can  love  thee  the  lefs ! 
Her  reproofs  Ihall  be  only  her  tears. 

And  fighs  will  her  forrow  exprefs. 

In  fecret  thy  Lefbia  will  mourn 
That  happinefs  flyeth  fo  fail  — 

When  fhe  dies,  will  be  wrote  on  her  urn. 
How  foon  human  pleafures  are  paft. 

Then  forming  a  fence  round  the  tomb 
Where  Ihe  and  her  anguiih  may  fleep, 

The  cyprefs  Ihall  add  to  the  gloom. 
And  the  willow  for  ages  (hall  weep. 
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ARETHUSA. 


Oh  tell  me,  Arethufa  !  tell  me,  where 

Bright  Conftancy  has  fix'd  her  fteady  throne  I 

If  you  are  filent  —  boldly  I'll  declare, 
Her  empire  is  within  my  heart  alone. 

Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  abfence,  can  impair 
My  vows  of  love  —  my  conftancy  fhall  fhinc 

Pure  as  the  hearts  of  veftal  virgins  are, 
Bright  as  the  virtue  which  ennobles  thine. 

Fair  nymph !  wilt  thou  my  conftancy  requite  ? 

And  add  more  luftre  to  the  lamp  of  love  ? 
If  fo  —  'twill  burn  with  fuch  refplendent  light, 

That  men  may  envy,  angels  may  approve. 
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The  rose  and  BUTTERFLY. 


One  fummer's  morn  a  butterfly. 
With  pride  elated,  rang'd  the  grove. 

On  ev'ry  fragrant  plant  he  perch 'd, 
The  fweetnefs  of  the  flowers  to  prove. 

A  bluftiing  rofe  with  anger  faw 
The  vain  inconfl:ai;it  fly  appear. 

His  forward  infolence  repuls'd. 

And  thus  addrefs'd  him  with  a  fneer : 

"  Hence,  idle,  vain,  fantafliic  fly ! 

**  Nor  think  my  favour  won  with  eafe- 
**  Tis  honour,  innocence,  and  truth, 

**  That  only  are  fecure  to  pleafe. 

"  Then  quit  this  fpot,  avoid  this  grove, 
"  Thou  emblem  of  inconftancy! 

"  And  fo  may  ev'ry  fwain  be  fcorn'd, 
"  And  ev'ry  nymph  who  copies  thee." 
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JOCKEY  AND  JESSY. 


Fair  Jefly  was  a  maiden  gay. 

The  pride  of  all  the  grove  ^ 
Young  Jockey  was  a  bonny  fwain, 

And  Jelly  was  his  love. 

Together  o'er  the  flow'ry  meads 

The  happy  lovers  ftray'd  — 
It  feem'd  as  if  by  fate  they  were 

To  fuit  each  other  made. 

But  cruel  death,  one  lucklefs  morn, 

Aim'd  his  unerring  dart, 
And  whilft  it  ftopp'd  poor  Jefly 's  breath, 

It  broke  her  lover's  heart. 

Here  in  this  cold,  cold  grave  they  lie. 

Beneath  this  ruftic  ftone  — 
And  ilka  bairn  that  pafleth  by. 

Laments  that  they  are  gone. 
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PEGGY. 


Diana's  mien,  Minerva's  eyes. 

Fair  Peggy  does  adorn  ; 
With  all  the  chearfulnefs  of  fpring. 

And  rofeate  blufli  of  morn. 

Mild  as  the  tender  turtle  dove. 

Yet  fenfible  and  fmart. 
She  makes  us  partial  to  her  form, 

Which  fuits  her  gentle  heart. 

Bright  like  the  morning  ftar  fhe  fhines, 

Unfully'd  and  ferene. 
Good-humour  fparkles  in  her  eye, 

And  grace  adorns  her  mien. 

Meek  innocence  and  chaftlty 

Infpire  her  gentle  mind  ; 
To  nought  that's  wrong,  to  all  that's  right, 

Fair  Peggy  is  inclin'd. 

With  admiration  and  efteem 

Her  merit  I  furvey  ; 
'Tis  friendfhip  bids  me  praife  the  maid, 

'Tis  juftice  rules  the  lay. 
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From  a  NAIAD  to  a  SHEPHERD. 


Lovely  youth  \  go  tend  thy  fheep,  ' 
Thy  garden  few,  thy  harveft  reap  ; 
And  if  thou  wou'dft  ftill  be  bleft. 
Let  not  love  difturb  thy  reft  ; 
If  IGNORANCE  Can  be  a  spell, 
Shun,  ah!  fhun  the  dang'rous  well. 

Still  in  youth  and  beauty  thrive. 
Still  in  calm  contentment  live. 
Sport  upon  the  flow'ry  mead. 
Pipe  upon  your  oaten  reed  ;  * 
If  IGNORANCE  Can  be  a  spell. 
Shun,  ah !  fhun  the  dang'rous  well. 

Once  Narcissus  happy  rov'd, 
By  the  flighted  nymphs  belov'd. 
Till  upon  a  fatal  day 
He  chanc'd,  poor  boy !  to  go  aftray. 
And  wand'ring  from  his  peaceful  cell. 
Came  unto  the  fatal  well. 

Then  reclining  o'er  the  brink. 

He  fought  the  pleafant  dream  to  drink ; 
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Ruin  there,  in  beauty's  drefs. 
Taught  him  paffion  in  excefs  ; 
Deluded,  he  was  wont  to  dwell 
Hanging  o'er  the  fatal  well. 

There  he  in  defpondence  pin'd. 
Mourning  to  the  heedlefs  wind. 
There  he  bow'd,  and  there  he  figh'd, 
There  he  wept,  and  there  he  dy'd ; 
The  Naiads  rang  his  parting  knell. 
And  faw  him  fall  into  the  well. 

Shun,  oh  !  fhun  thou  beauteous  boy ! 

Knowledge  that  may  peace  deftroy ;  < 

Think  thou  haft  Plebeian  face. 

Little  beauty,  little  grace, 

Never  dream  thou  doft  excell. 

And  ihun,  oh !  fhun  the  dang'rous  well. 

But  if  you,  on  raftinefs  bent. 
Gaze,  defying  punifhment, 
I  fhall  plant  a  weeping  willow 
Drooping  o'er  your  wat'ry  pillow, 
And  all  the  fifters  of  the  cell 
Will  execrate  the  fatal  well. 
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ANGELINA. 


r  AIR  Angelina !  heaven  to  thee 
Gave  ev'ry  charm  the  heart  to  move  ; 

A  mind  from  pride  and  error  free, 
A  face  that  claims  refpeft  and  love. 

Thy  fmiles,  thy  words,  are  fweeter  far 
Than  Hybla's  banks  in  fragrance  dreft, 

Thy  manners  kind  and  graceful  are. 
And  virtue  rules  thy  fpotlefs  breaft. 

;      Fair  Angelina  !  heaven  to  thee 

Each  gift  of  Nature's  hand  beftow'd ; 
Fram'd  thee  for  fenfibility. 

And  made  thee  amiable  and  good. 

In  temper  chearful  as  the  morn. 
Benign,  affeftionate,  and  kind, 

A  thoufand  charms  thy  face  adorn. 
Created  by  thy  faultlefs  mind. 

From  thence  divine  good-humour  flows. 
To  make  thee  more  admir'd  and  lov'd  j 

To  HER  each  charm  addition  owes. 
And  beauty's  influence  is  improv'd. 


£    1^7    ] 


The  rural  COURTSHIP. 


Celadon. 

Tell  me,  fair  Euphrofyne  ? 
Will  you  live  content  with  me  ? 
Will  you  hear  my  vows  fincere  ? 
Will  you  grant  your  fliepherd's  prayer  J 
On  the  fide  of  yonder  hill, 
By  a  little  murm'ring  rill. 
Underneath  a  maple  tree. 
Will  you  live  content  with  me } 

EUPHROSYNE. 

Prithee  tdl  me,  gentle  fwain ! 
If  I  leave  my  native  plain. 
If  I  take  you  for  my  guide, 
What  retreat  will  you  provide  ? 
If  I  follow  to  the  hill. 
Whence  defcends  the  murm'ring  rill. 
Shall  I  there  a  cottage  fee  ? 
Where  I  may  refide  with  thee  I 

Celadon. 

I  will  form  a  rural  cell. 

Where  my  love  and  I  may  dwell. 
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Where  my  fleecy  flock  may  flray. 
Where  my  fportive  kids  may  play  ; 
There  I'll  plant  the  eglantine. 
Myrtle,  fycamore,  and  vine, 
If  my  fair  Euphrofyne 
Will  confent  to  live  w^ith  me. 

EUPHROSYNE. 

I  defpife  the  eglantine. 
Myrtle,  fycamore,  and  vine  ; 
Give  me  rofes  in  their  bloom, 
Violets  yielding  rich  perfume. 
Bells  and  lilies  of  the  vale, 
Daifies  pied,  and  cow^flips  pale, 
DafFadills  and  rofemary. 
Ere  I  live  content  with  thee. 

Celadon. 

Thro'  the  mazes  of  the  grove, 
Thro'  the  meadovv^s  I  vv^ill  rove. 
Gather  ev'ry  flower  that  blows, 
Ev'ry  fragrant  herb  that  grows  ; 
Water  from  the  clearefl  fpring. 
Fruits  of  various  kinds  I'll  bring 
For  my  fair  Euphrofyne, 
If  Ihe'U  deign  to  live  with  me. 

EuPHROSYNE, 

Tho'  in  blooming  tints  array 'd. 
Yet  thefe  flowrets  foon  will  fade  ; 
Shepherd,  more  I  muft  require. 
Ere  I  to  thy  cell  retire; 
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Herbs  and  flowers  too  changeful  prove 
For  a  tribute  of  thy  love  ; 
Social  mirth  and  harmony 
Muft  be  mine,  to  live  with  thee. 


Celadon. 

We  will  pipe,  and  dance,  and  fing, 
At  the  gay  approach  of  fpring  ; 
While  our  goats  may  browfe  on  thyme, 
And  o'er  craggy  mountains  climb  \ 
At  due  feafon  of  the  year. 
We  our  fleecy  flock  will  fhear  : 
Tell  me,  fair  Euphrofyne, 
Will  you  live  content  with  me  ? 

EUPHROSYNE. 

Sportive  meafures,  vocal  lays. 
Seldom  can  excite  my  praife  : 
Oaten  reeds  can  not  compare 
With  the  fongfters  of  the  air ; 
Let  me  hear  the  lark  or  thrufh. 
Warbling  fweetly  from  the  buih  ; 
Thefe  Ihall  my  tnuficians  be. 
If  I  feek  the  hill  with  thee. 

Celadon. 

Hark !  the  birds  attune  their  lays 
On  the  maple's  leafy  fprays  ; 
Hark  !  I  hear  the  gentle  rill 
Stealing  foftly  down  the  hill :  — 


Vol.  II. 
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Love,  with  gay  and  placid  mien, 
Courts  you  to  the  fylvan  fcenc  ; 
Tell  me,  fair  Euphrofyne, 
Will  you  live  content  with  me  ? 

EUPHROSYNE. 

Yes !  I  own  the  God  of  love 
Will  the  Sylvan  fcene  improve  ; 
He  invites  me  to  be  thine  ; 
I  obey  the  voice  divine. 
Celadon  !  my  hand  receive,       ^ 
I  to  thee  my  preference  give  ; 
Underneath  this  maple  tree, 
I  can  live  content  with  thee. 


[     »3i    J 


ROSALIE. 


Vv  HY  doft  thou  fit  upon  the  ground. 
Fair  maiden  !  with  difhevel'd  hair  ? 

Why  fcatter  cyprefs  boughs  around  ? 
And  with  thy  cries  difturb  the  air  ? 

Why  does  the  tear  fo  often  glide. 
Fair  Rofalie,  along  thy  cheek  ? 

To  me  my  mournful  thoughts  confide. 
To  me  thy  Caufe  of  forrow  fpeak. 

Alas !  her  fait 'ring  tongue  in  vain 
Endeavours  to  reveal  her  cares. 

But  tender  fighs  exprefs  her  pain. 
And  eloquence  is  in  her  tears. 

Lo !  with  a  reed,  her  feeble  hand 
•  Attempts  her  ftory  to  proclaim  — 
Dying,  llie  traces  on  the  fand, 
.Her  dear  departed  Lubin's  name. 


K  a 
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To  the  cruelle  Ladie  of  the  Mountayne,   knswne  to  the 
enamour  d  Shepherds  by  the  name  of  SACHARISSA. 


AH!  why  wilt  thou  not  be  my  love  ? 

Amonge  thefe  wilde,  but  pleafaunt  mountaynes  ? 
From  whence  the  eye  untir'd  may  rove 

O'er  moflie  banks  and  fparkling  fountaynes. 

Thy  fleetinge  form  I  long  have  chac'd. 
O'er  craggy  rocks  thy  fteps  purfuing ; 

By  hope  allur'd  thro'  woodes  to  hafte, 
By  love  mifled  to  paths  of  ruine. 

Alas !  to  caves  and  nodding  pines 

I  tell  my  melancholie  ftorie  ! 
The  nymph  to  graunt  my  fuite  declines, 

And  on  my  fufferings  builds  her  glorie. 

Thou  favage  in  an  angel's  forme ! 

No  more  will  I  fuch  homage  render  — 
For  what  avails  each  outward  charme, 

Withoute  an  harte  that's  kind  and  tender  ? 

I'll  throw  my  idle  crook  afyde, 

My  pipe  and  fylvan  haunts  forfaking  ; 

Beneathe  a  frier's  garb  I  '11  hide 

The  weaknefs  of  a  harte  that's  breaking. 
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Then  in  my  gown  of  fober  gray 

I'll  far  from  SacharifTa  wander. 
And  wend  my  melancholia  way 

Ev'n  to  the  fpire  that  courts  me  yonder. 

My  orifons,  tyrannic  maide ! 

Will  there  for  thee  afcend  to  heav'n ; 
(For  in  the  ftill  monadic  fhade 

All  human  wrongs  fhou'd  be  forgiv'n.} 

That  ivy-mantled  roof  beneathe, 

I'll  check  the  tongue  that  wou'd  reprove  thee ; 
Silent  and  fad,  refigne  my  breathe, 

Or  learne  the  arte  no  more  to  love  thee. 
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CHARLOTTE'S  Lamentation. 


Their  branches  the  green  willows  wave, 

**  The  winds  whiftle  told  round  my  head  -— 

Yet  ftill  do  I  fit  by  die  grave, 

**  Wherein  nay  poor  Werter  is  laid. 

The  ftbrm  cannot  be  fo  fevere 

"  As  the  tumult  I'm  deftin'd  to  prove ; 

Ah  let  me  then  ftill  tarry  here, 

"  And  watch  o'er  the  tomb  of  my  love. 

Alas  !  I  unpitied  complain, 

**  The  woods  only  echo  my  cry  ; 

I  fpeak  of  my  forrows  in  vain  ; 

("  Ah  Werter  !  thou  can'ft  not  reply !) 

Ye  lightnings  that  glare  thro'  the  grove, 

**  Perform  a  benevolent  part. 

Attracted  by  Charlotte  and  love, 

"  Oh  fhoot  your  fwift  fires  thro'  my  heart." 

She  faid  —  and,  with  looks  undifmay'd. 

To  Providence  whifper'd  a  prayer  — 
Loud  thunder  burft  over  her  head. 

The  tempeft  difhevel'd  her  hair  ; 
She  clung  to  the  mofs-cover'd  ftone. 

Till  the  lightning  affefted  her  frame  — 
To  Werter  fhe  gave  her  laft  groan. 

And  dy'd,  in  pronouncing  his  name. 
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A   HUNTING   SONG. 


Awake,  my  brave  boys !  to  the  woodlands  repair. 
And  chace  the  fleet  flag  o'er  the  lawn  ; 

Awake  from  your  flumbers  and  banifh  old  care, 
Who  flies  at  the  found  of  the  horn. 

To  horfe,  my  brave  boys !  to  the  woods  hie  away, 

Aurora  peeps  over  the  hill ; 
We  will  hunt  all  the  morning,  and  finifh  the  day 

With  a  health  to  the  maid  of  the  mill. 
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The    bacchanalian. 


Bring  me  fome  frefh  Falernlan  wine. 

And  pour  it  fparkllng  in  my  bowl ; 
Bacchus !  my  orifons  are  thine, 

Whilfl:  thus  I  cheer  my  thirfty  foul. 
Thy  prefence  ev'ry  care  can  leiTen, 

Drown'd  in  the  glafs  reflexion  lies, 
Forgetfulnefs  becomes  a  blefling, 

And  caution  from  the  banquet  flies. 
♦ 
Come,  god  of  wine  !  and  bring  with  thee 

Gay  looks  and  vifionaryj'oys. 
The  mirthful  catch,  the  melting  glee. 

Freedom,  and  bacchanalian  noife., 
Banifli'd  be  ev'ry  thought  of  forrow. 

To  pleafure  I  devote  the  day  ; 
I'll  grave  and  fober  be  to-morrow. 

But  let  me  now  be  drunk  and  gay. 

Yet,  while  my  fenfes  are  remaining. 
Ere  keen  remembrance  can  be  loft. 

My  heart  its  real  ftate  explaining, 
Shall  give  Lavinia  for  my  toaft. 
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On    ELIZA. 
1785. 


By  fyihpathy  my  heart  was  mov'd,. 

When  firft  I  faw  Eliza's  face ; 
That  face,  fo  faihion'd  to  be  lov'd, 

That  form,  of  unafFedled  grace. 

It  was  not  her  enchanting  eyes. 
Where  brilliant  animation  glows ; 

Nor  yet  thofe  lips,  whofc  frefhnefs  vies 
With  the  gay  tints  that  paint  the  rofe. 

Nor  had  her  fmiles  the  power  alone 
My  partial  preference  to  bind  ; 

'Twas  that  the  lovely  form  was  known 
To  bear  a  correfpondent  mind. 

Artlefs,  and  innocently  gay. 

Her  thoughts  can  never  want  difguifc  j 
The  SOUL  we  in  her  face  furvey. 

And  read  her  temper  in  her  eyes. 
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CHLOE   AND    MYRA. 


CHLOE  is  elegant  and  pretty, 

But  filly  and  affedled ; 
Myra  is  fenfible  and  witty. 

And  by  the  wife  refpedled.  . 

When  pretty  Chloe  I  behold, 

I  think  myfelf  her  lover ; 
But  ere  I  have  my  paflion  told. 

Her  failings  I  difeover. 

When  Myra  talks,  I'm  pleas'd  to  hear. 

And  venerate  her  mind  ; 
But  in  her  face  no  charms  appear 

My  wavering  heart  to  bind. 

Blindfold,  I  fhou'd  to  Myra  nm. 
And  fwcar  to  love  her  ever  ; 

Yet,  when  the  bandage  was  undone, 
Shou'd  only  think  her  clever. 

With  the  free  ufage  of  my  eyes, 

I  Chloe  fhou'd  decide  for ; 
But  when  fhe  talks,  I  her  defpife. 

Whom,  dumb,  I  cou'd  have  dy'd  for. 
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My  ear  or  eye  muft  tortur'd  be 
If  I  make  choice  of  either  ; 

*Tis  therefore  beft  I  Ihou'd  agree- 
Ladies !  to  marry  neither. 


/ 
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The  INDIAN  SLAVE'S  Jddrefs  to  her  Mistress. 


Lovely  Zulma !  ceafe  complaining, 

Urad  is  not  worth  thy  care  ; 
See  him  vows  of  paflion  feigning 

To  a  nymph  not  half  fo  fair. 
In  this  mirror  deign  to  gaze. 

There  examine  ev'ry  feature  — 
Learn  to  eftimate  thy  praife. 

And  grow  more  fatisfy'd  with  Nature. 

There  behold  thy  trefles  waving. 

Jetty  as  the  raven's  wing ! 
SeQ  thofe  eyes  the  heart  enflaving ! 

Fit  to  rule  an  Indian  king. 
To  yon  rock,  ah !  let  me  clamber. 

Seeking  gems  ro  deck  thy  hair. 
Orient  pearls,  and  golden  amber. 

Limpet  fhells,  and  coral  rare. 

Tune  thy  lute,  fo  long  forfaken  ! 

Take  thy  quiver  and  thy  bow ! ' 
Echo  with  thy  fong  awaken ! 

Thro'  the  woods  a  huntrefs  go. 
Why  fhou'dft  thou  be  ever  pining. 

Since  another  proves  forfworn  ? 
And  each  brighter  hope  refigning. 

Still  demur,  and  hourly  mourn  ? 
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See  !  where  youthful  Zeineb  fighs, 

(Braveft  of  the  Moorifh  nation  !) 
Conquer'd  by  thy  radiant  eyes, 

See  !  he  waits  to  fpeak  his  paflion. 
Hear  the  voice  of  reafon  plead — 

Happier  days  the  fates  referve  thee ; 
Let  ingenuous  love  fucceed, 

And  wed  the  chief,  who  best  deserves  thee. 
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To    LAURA. 

In  Imitation  of  Lord  Lyttleton'j  Song^  "  If  filent 
"  yet  you  fee  me  mourn." 


A.H  !  think  not  words  my  love  can  tell. 
Nor  looks  my  fecret  thoughts  explain  ; 

To  paint  the  paflion  which  I  feel, 

My  words  are  weak,  my  looks  ar^vain. 

Since,  then,  I  never  can  declare 

How  much  I  grieve,  how  much  I  love  j 

In  filence  I  will  learn  to  bear 
Thofe  fad  fenfations  that  I  prove. 

Yet,  if  thou  e'er  haft  lov'd  like  me. 
My  fuffetings,  Laura !  thou  wilt  guefs ; 

And  in  my  filent  forrow,  fee 

Much  more  than  language  can  exprefs. 
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DAMON. 


As  Damon  pluck 'd  a  blooming  flower, 
A  bee  within  the  foliage  lay  ; 

The  flower  he  from  the  garden  bore. 
And  flung  the  angry  bee  away. 

This  tale  a  leflbn  may  unfold  — ^ ' 
T(t  trufl:  not  ev'ry  charm  we  fee ; 

Since  all  that  glitters  is  not  gold, 
And  many  a  rofe  conceals  a  bee. 


[     '44    ] 


The  disconsolate  SWAIN. 


1  Mourn  a  maiden  whom  I  lov'd 
Till  Ihe  inconftant  grew, 

And  left  me  for  a  wealthy  fwain  — 
(A  fwain  Ihe  fcarcely  knew.) 

Ah  falfe  Miranda  !  cruel  fair ! 

Why  muft  I  thee  deplore  ?     ' 
Why  mourn  that  mercenary  heart  ? 

Why  blame,  and  yet  adore  ? 

Far  from  the  fickle  maid  I'll  fly. 
To  fome  fequeftcr'd  cell ; 

Far  from  the  bufy  haunts  of  men. 
In  folitude  to  dwell. 

There,  by  fome  ever-purling  rill 
My  tears  unfeen  fhall  flow  — 

My  plaint  the  echo  fhall  repeat. 
And  willow  bind  my  brow* 
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A   SYBIL'S   Advice. 


r  OND  fhepherd !  ceafe  this  vain  regret, 
And  think  no  more  of  falfe  Miranda  ; 

'Tis  often  ufeful  to  forget. 

And  fometimes  may  be  wife  to  wander  : 

Tir'd  of  caprice  and  cruelty, 

2fou  long,  (yet  dare  not,)  to  be  free. 

Afcribe  the  ftrangenefs  of  her  heart 
To  its  true  caufc,  the  love  of  teazing. 

Nor  be  perfuaded  by  her  art. 
That  you  have  loft  the  power  of  pleafmg  ; 

Think  not  yourfelf  grown  gray  and  old, 

Becaufe  Miranda's  heart  is  cold. 

Since  there  are  nymphs  on  Albion's  fhore, 
With  hearts  incapable  of  feigning, 

Of  loft  Miranda  think  no  more. 
And  banifh  grief  fo  unavailing  ; 

Ceafe  to  lament  the  lofs  of  one. 

And  learn  to  change,  —as  (he  has  done. 


Vol.  n. 
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CORINNA 


Vainly,  Corinna,  you  complain 
That  time  has  robb'd  you  of  your  lover : 

Your  perfidy  has  broke  his  chain. 
And  all  his  flavery  is  over. 

In  vain  you  to  your  toilette  fly, 

Repair  your  bloom,  adjufl:  your  trefles. 

And  give  to  each  obedient  eye 
The  language  that  a  lover  guefles. 

Awhile  you  a6l  this  playful  part  — 
Till  Nature  (claiming  her  dominion) 

Paints  the  true  pidiure  of  a  heart. 
When  humbled  in  its  own  opinion. 

Corinna,  pretty,  wild,  and  gay. 
Looks  difappointed  and  dejedled. 

She  fees  her  lovers  ileal  away. 

And  finds  her  falfehood  is  detc6led. 

The  giddy  fool  has  had  her  hour, 

Tis  time  that  fhe  Ihou'd  rave  and  fret ; 

The  glories  of  her  reign  are  o'er. 

For  men  have  nam'd  her  — the  coqiiette. 
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AIR   IN    DIDO. 
JVrltten  by  Prince  Hoare,  Efq. 


Come,  Hope  \  thou  foother  of  the  mind. 

And  calm  this  agitated  breaft ; 
Come,  with  an  afpeft  gay  and  kind. 

Thy  form  by  love  and  nature  drefs'd. 

Thy  power  can  banifli  ev'ry  care — 
Can  make  the  gloomy  defert  fmile. 

Prevent  the  horrors  of  defpair, 
And  abfence  of  its  pain  beguile. 


Another  on  the  f ami  SubjeSf. 

WHEN  o'er  the  heath  the  traveller  ro^es. 
Benighted,  weary,  and  forlorn. 

How  grateful  to  his  fenfes  proves 

The  gleam  of  light,  announcing  liiornr 

Thus  does  my  mind,  (where  anxious  fear^ 
Where  timid  love  in  filence  mourn 'd,} 

Now  cheer'd  by  hope  —  extirpate  care. 
And  feel  its  happinefs  return'd. 
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LUCINDA. 


Wake,  fair  Luclnda  !  lovely  maid ! 

Arife,  and  breathe  the  morning  air  ; 
See  how  the  rofe  adorns  the  glade, 

Like  thee,  Lucinda  !  fweet  and  fair. 

Come,  my  Lucinda!  let  us  flray 

O'er  mofly  banks  and  beds  of  thyme  ; 

Let  us  purfue  yon  winding  way. 
And  to  the  hill's  bold  fummit  climb. 

There  let  us  mark  the  bufy  bee. 
From  thence  the  rural  fcene  behold. 

The  plough-boy  wand'ring  o'er  the  lea, 
The  Iheep  emerging  from  their  fold  ; 

Or  let  us  loiter  in  the  field. 

Or  thro'  the  verdant  foreft  rove. 

Where  ev'ry  tree  the  founds  will  yield. 
Of  plcafure,  harmony,  and  love. 


'C     H9    ] 


On    daphne. 


When  Daphne's  lovely  face  appears 
Bath'd  in  afFedlion's  graceful  tears, 
Superior  beauty  we  perceive. 
To  what  the  aid  of  fmiles  can  give. 

Thofe  cheeks,  which  bear  the  figns  of  woe, 
Ne'er  feem'd  more  beautiful  than  now. 
And  while  flie  trembles  with  alarms. 
Soft  pity  heightens  all  her  charms. 

Ne'er  did  thofe  eyes  look  more  divine. 
Nor  with  a  brighter  luftre  fhine. 
Than  when  the  feelings  of  her  breaft 
In  tears  are  tenderly  exprefs'd. 

(Thus  does  the  fun  maintain  his  power, 
And  fhine  amidft  a  fummer's  fhower, 
Whilll  ev'ry  lucid  drop  bellows 
Incrcafing  beauty  to  the  rofe.} 
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The  SHEPHERD'S  COURTSHIP. 


Come,  gentle  Chloris  !  let  us  rove 

Along  yon  winding  path,  that  leads 
Thro'  the  recefles  of  the  grove. 

To  fields  of  corn,  and  verdant  meads- 
There,  lovely  maid  !  my  goats  appear ; 

There,  lovely  maid  !  I  pen  my  fheep  j 
The  hum  of  bees  will  meet  thine  ear, 

For  there  my  bufy  bees  I  keep  : 

And  there  my  orchard  I  have  made, 
And  there  my  little  vineyard  grows  j 

My  trees  already  form  a  fhade  ; 
My  grapes  already  load  the  boughs. 

Chloris  !  behold  that  willow's  fhade. 
That  mofly  bank,  and  chryftal  fpring, 

Where  on  my  reed  I  oft  have  play'd, 
Where  I  have  oft  aflay'd  to  fing 

Such  notes  as  nature  can  infpire, 

(Unfetter'd  by  the  rules  of  art,) 
Wild  notes,  that  breathe  poetic  fire  ; 

Fond  words,  that  fpeak  th'  impaflion'd  heart. 
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Ah  !  nymph  belov'd  !  forgive  thy  fwain, 
Whofe  language  is  devoid  of  guile  ; 

Difdain  not  his  untutor'd  drain, 
Reward  his  paflion  with  a  fmile. 

Yes !  in  that  dear  approving  face  ' 
I  read  my  pardon,  learn  my  fate  — 

Come  then  !  my  ruftic  cottage  grace. 
Partake  my  lot  —  and  be  my  mate. 


C       '52      ] 


SONG. 


In  vain,  Cefario  !  you  deplore 

Thofe  golden  hours  that  fmile  no  longer, 
And  figh  for  her  whom  you  adore, 

Tho'  Delia's  fair,  and  Chloe  younger  ; 
Here  youth  and  beauty  may  affemble ! 
Cefario's  heart  forbears  to  tremble  : 

He  feels  no  paffion,  knows  no  fear, 
Tho'  lovely  Amoret  is  near  him  ; 

He  turns  a  deaf,  unheedful  ear. 

When  Clara's  voice  is  tun'd  to  cheer  him, 

And  like  a  captive  bird  is  wailing. 

When  others  are  their  friends  regaling. 

Ah !  fie,  Cefario !  ceafe  to  mourn  — 

Why  Ihou'd  thou  in  defpondence  languifti  ? 
If  HER  you  love  will  not  return, 
■    Give  to  Oblivion  all  this  anguifh  ; 
Learn  to  appreciate  others'  merit. 
Exert  your  pride,  and  fhew  your  fpirit. 

*'  Alas !"  the  tender  fwain  replies, 

"  'Tis  eafier  far  to  preach,  than  pradlife  ; 

'*  Your  counfel  certainly  is  wife, 

*'  Yet  let  me  plead,  that  this  the  fa6l  is, 

"  Your  HEAD  cool  reafoning  can  impart, 

"  But  REASON  will  not  touch  my  heart.'"' 


C    ^53    ] 


The    ENAMOUR'D    MOOR. 


Z/ELIA  I  accept  the  Moor  Orafmiiii's  lay, 
J  This  faithful  pi6lure  of  his  heart  furvey  : 
Stranger  to  art,  I  have  not  learnt  to  feign  — 
'Tis  love  alone  impels  me  to  complain  ; 
Tutor 'd  by  him,  I  to  my  Zelia  write, 
And  dare  the  feelings  of  my  heart  recite. 

Well  I  remember  that  aufpicious  day 
When,  (as  I  fought  to  rouze  the  favage  prey,) 
Beneath  a  palm  I  faw  thee,  nymph  !  reclin'd. 
Thy  jetty  treffes  floating  in  the  wind, 
Thy  neck  and  arms  with  firings  of  pearl  entwin 
A  magic  fweetnefs,  a  refiftlefs  grace 
Shone  in  the  bright  exprellion  of  thy  face. 
An  ivory  quiver  to  thy  flioulder  ty'd, 
Seem'd  as  if  love  the  furniture  fupply'd. 
In  that  decifive  hour  my  heart  was  won, 
And  all  my  fchemes  of  liberty  o'erthrown. 

No  more  I  dart  the  fpear,  or  bend  the  bow. 
To  mufe  on  thee  is  all  my  bufinefs  now  : 
I've  trac'd  thy  footfteps  on  Arabian  fands, 
I've  watch'd  thee,  fporting  on  the  flow'ry  lands ; 
Unfeen  by  thee,  at  morn  and  eve  I've  ftray'd 
Tow'rds  the  dwelling  of  my  lovely  maid. 


'■} 


[     154    ] 

Gaz'd  on  her  window  with  an  anxious  eye. 
And  offer 'd  there,   the  incenfe  of  a  figh. 

Oh  !  wou'd  my  Zelia  but  accept  my  love, 
How  bleft,  how  grateful,  wou'd  Orafmin  prove ! 
My  dwelling  (now  fo  humble,)  wou'd  appear 
A  brilliant  palace  if  fhe  fparkled  there. 

Where  yonder  bank  its  rocky  fummit  rears, 

A  fpacious  cave  was  hewn  in  former  years, 

A  fall  of  water  rufhing  from  its  fide 

Is  feen  below,  in  chryftal  rills  to  glide  ; 

There  rich  pomegranates  and  ananas  grow, 

There  ftately  plantanes  grateful  fhade  beftow  ; 

Gay  rhododendrons  and  azalias  bloom, 

And  with  their  fweets  the  ambient  air  perfume  ; 

A  thoufand  birds  in  lively  concert  fing, 

A  thoiifand  herbs  and  fragrant  flowrets  fpring. 

There  I  refide  —  but  ah  !  this  fcene  fo  gay, 
Where  fportive  nature  us'd  to  claim  my  lay. 
Now  dull  appears —  creation  feems  to  mourn, 
Since  love  has  made  me  wretched  and  forlorn. 

Come  then,  my  Zelia!  grant  Orafmin's prayer!— 
Difpel  my  cares,  and  reign  the  miftrefs  here  : 
Accept  the  grateful  heart  that  pants  for  thee,     ' 
A  heart  that  never  can  again  be  free. 
That  never  can  be  lur'd  by  power  or  gain. 
To  break  the  knots  that  bind  thy  filken  chain. 

But,  here  I  paufe  —  at  diftance  I  will  wait 
The  final  anfwer  that  decides  my  fate ; 
If  Zelia  frowns —  I'll  not  offend  again. 
But  SILENT  bear  the  rigour  of  my  chain. 


[    IS5    ] 


A  Ballad  addrejs'd  lo  R.  B.  EsQ^  on  his  writing  a 
Letter  from  Brighthelmjlonef  wherein  he  defir'd^  if 
himfelf  and  his  Family  were  blown  up  by  the  Powder 
Magazine y  and  any  of  their  Limbs  jhoud  float  to  Eaji- 
bourn,  they  might  be  decently  interred  there. 


The  Ballad  begins  to  the  Tune  of  Hofier's  Ghoft. 

On  the  eaftern  coaft  of  Suflex, 

At  the  flowing  of  the  tide, 
I  (methought)  upon  the  billows 

Wrecks  of  human  fhape  defcry'd  ; 
Long  they  floated  on  the  ocean. 

Sport  of  ev'ry  wind  and  wave, 
Deftitute  of  fenfe  and  motion, 

Doom'd  to  an  untimely  grave. 

Whilft  we  on  the  beach  arriving. 

Sympathetic  fighs  beftow'd. 
On  the  foaming  furges  driving, 

Nearer  to  the  ftrand  they  flow'd. 
Great  was  our  commiferation, 

Difficult  to  be  expreft, 
When,  on  clofe  inveftigation, 

We,  alas !  their  owners  guefs'd. 


[     156     ] 

'Twas  a  fight  extremely  fhocking, 

To  behold  their  garments  float  ; 
One  wave  brought  a  hat  and  flocking, 

One  a  garter,  cap,  and  knot. 
Some  explofion  furcly  threw  them 

On  the  bofom  of  the  fea  ! 
Horrid  change  !  to  us  who  knew  them. 

What  a  fad  cataftrophe  I 

When  they  on  the  fands  were  lying. 

Certain  antiquarians  came. 
And  amongft  the  cargo  prying. 

Thought  thereon  to  raife  their  fame. 
Here  a  toe,  and  there  a  finger. 

Was  upon  the  coaft  difplay'd  ; 
And,  as  far  as  I  remember, 

Thus  the  catalogue  was  made, 

A  tongue  we  beheld,  which  I  knew  at  firft  fight    ' 

When  living  was  wont  to  amufe  and  delight  ; 

With  comical  humour  and  freedom  infpir'd. 

It  did  all  the  bufinefs  its  owner  requir'd. 

A  fcull  next  appear'd  —  what  a  mine  full  of  fun  ! 

This  man  was  a  poet  as  fure  as  a  gun  ; 

Wit,  tafle,  ingenuity,  there  is  enfhrin'd. 

With  chapters,  and  ballads,  and  letters  combin'd. 

What  rich  fcenes  of  fancy  adhere  to  the  brains  ! 

The  fcull  1  believe  to  the  tongue  appertains  ; 

But  to  judge  by  the  trumpet  that  floats  by  its  fide, 

The  bleffings  of  found  to  his  ears  were  deny'd. 

T\vo  little  red  tongues  next  were  caft  on  the  Ihore, 
Befides  other  members,  (I  warrant  a  fcore,) 


[     157    ] 

Thefe  tongues  to  the  laft  their  perfe6lion  retain'd  ;  — 
Of  youth,  wit,  and  beauty,  the  all  that  remain'd 
Was  a  found  —  a  mere  echo  of  what  they  once  were. 
So  pretty !  fo  mufical !  jemmy !  and  fair ! 
To  thefe,  ev'n  in  death,  one  advantage  belongs, 
They  charm  all  the  soles  in  the  deep,  with  their  fong^. 
The  fyrens  around  them  with  energy  prefs, 
Their  manners  applaud,  and  their  harmony  blefs  ; 
The  fea-gulls  and  curlews  their  fortune  deplore. 
And  with  cries,  flap  their  wings  on  the  fea-beaten  fhore. 

But  of  all  the  odd  fights  that  appear 'd  on  the  land. 
Was  the  ear  of  a  dog  in  a  lady's  fair  hand, 
Which  grafping  this  bit  of  her  favorite  bow  wow, 
Seem'd  anxious  to  keep  it  from  harm,  even  now  : 
Her  amiable  temper  this  incident  Ihews, 
With  her  hand  and  her  heart,  warm  benevolence  goes. 
Her  heart  the  kind  Nereids  embalm  in  their  cell. 
And  decree  it  with  comfort  and  quiet  to  dwell  ; 
In  their  choral  abodes  it  will  meet  with  a  home. 
And  its  virtues  will  flourifhi  beyond  the  cold  tomb. 

Come,  tritons!  come  dolphins!  and  gentle  fea  gods! 

Ye  mermaids  !  defert  your  cerulean  abodes  ; 

Let  your  fhells  thro'  old  Neptune's  dominions  refound. 

Let  vour  treffes  with  fea- weeds  and  coral  be  crown'd  ; 

Aflift  me  the  laft  mournful  rites  to  perform. 

And  fcreen  the  poor  vagabond  members  from  ftorm. 

For  ME  the  fad  talk  is  allotted,  to  ftrew 
Around  them  the  willow,  the  cyprefs,  and  yew. 
The  merits  and  fate  of  my  friends  to  declare, 
And  drop  o'er  their  reliques  a  forrowful  tear, 
A  funeral  dirge  for  their  fakes  to  compofe. 
And  their  haplefs  remains  in  a  grave  to  enclofc. 


[    '58    ] 

Inftead  of  regaling  the  fharks  in  the  deep, 
Bewail'd  by  the  Mufe,  in  the  fand  they  (hall  fleep ; 
While  ******  their  horrible  end  may  relate. 
And  embellilh  that  part  of  his  book  with  a  plate. 
Wherein  the  whole  ftory,  with  accurate  care. 
By  Bunbury  fketch'd,  in  due  place  will  appear. 


C    '59    3 


Verfes  fent  with  a   Tunbrldge-ware  Brujh,    to  the 
Earl  of  S ■. 

1781. 


Accept,  my  dear  Lord !  from  the  hand  of  a  friend, 

A  fervant  whofe  manners  I  dare  recommend  ; 

So  filent  he  is,  he  can  never  offend  you. 

So  faithful,  for  years  he  will  gratis  attend  you. 

When  you  travel,  a  pleafant  companion  he'll  prove. 

And  quietly  follow  wherever  you  rove : 

Plac'd  fnug  in  your  pocket,  he'll  feldom  appear. 

Except  in  the  midft  of  a  dufty  career. 

His  utility  then  will  compleatly  be  try'd, 

When  once  to  your  hat  or  your  (hoe  he's  apply'd. 

Oh !  m,ay  he,  bleft  genius  of  health  !  from  this  hour 
Acquire,  by  thy  aid,  an  unlimited  power  ; 
No  longer  to  hats,  Ihoes,  and  buckles  confin'd. 
May  his  ufes  be  found  of  fuperlative  kind  ; 
May  he  bruQi  the  complaints  of  his  mafter  afide, 
And  health,  by  the  blefling  of  heaven,  provide. 


[    i6o    ] 


To   AMORET. 
1781. 


1  ES !  to  thy  charms  of  face  and  air, 

The  prize  is  juftly  due  ; 
Tho'  others  are  perhaps  as  fair, 

I  fix  my  choice  on  you. 

In  fome  bright  nymph  we  meet  with  eyes 

That  never  fail  to  pleafe  ; 
Some  by  foft  fmiles  our  hearts  furprize. 

And  fome  by  graceful  eafe. 

Portia  has  dignity  of  form. 

But  we  deteft  her  pride  ; 
Amanda's  face  wears  ev'ry  charm, 

Yet,  wifdom  is  deny'd. 

Melifla's  voice  can  footh  the  ear. 

Her  mehing  founds  delight ; 
Yet,  when  we  fee  the  maid  appear. 

We  own  fhe  is  a  fright. 

When  Merdamante  leads  the  dance. 

We  praife  her  fp rightly  air. 
But  find  her  full  of  ignorance. 

When  we  addrefs  the  fair. 


[     i6i    ] 

Delia  has  wifdom,  I  agree. 

But  is  a  formal  prude  ; 
Chloris  afFedls  feverity, 

Yet,  can  be  free  and  rude. 

Celinda's  features  pleafing  are. 
Yet,  file's  an  arrant  fcold ; 

Fulvia  is  faithful  and  fincere. 
But  looks  extremely  old. 

Wit  dwells  on  Ammabella's  fpeech, 
And  learning  rules  her  pen  ; 

Yet,  all  her  logic  cannot  teach 
Her  eyes  to  charm  the  men. 

Doris,  with  heav'nly  temper  bleft. 

Is  ftupid  as  a  poft  ;  — • 
Tho'  virtue  reigns  in  Mira's  bread. 

She  ne'er  will  be  a  toaft. 

Chloe  appears  for  ever  kind. 
Complying,  meek,  and  civil ; 

But  thofe  who  know  her  real  mind. 
Swear  {he's  a  little  devil. 

Cynthia  is  full  of  mirth  and  wit. 
Yet,  tho'  we  laugh,  we  hate  her, 

For  fear  we  Ihou'd  ourfelves  be  hit 
By  her  provoking  fatire. 

Corinna  is  a  wild  coquette, 
A  ftrange,  fantaftic  creature  ; 

And  Philomede,  on  the  fret. 
Shews  fymptoms  of  ill  nature. 

Vol.  II.  M 


[      l62     3        . 

But  lovely  Amoret !  in  thee, 
Beauty  and  worth  combine  — 

The  Mufe,  in  frank  fincerity, 
Declares  the  palm  is  thine. 

Thy  fmile  can  fteal  the  heart  away, 

Thy  voice  delights  the  ear  ; 
Thy  cloudlefs  mind  is  ever  gay, 

Thy  form  divinely  fair. 

In  temper  and  in  fenfe  complete, 
Accomplilh'd,  good,  and  kind. 

We  think  thy  face,  with  charms  replete. 
The  pidure  of  thy  mind. 


I    -63    ] 


Sent  to  Two  LADIES,  wlthjome  ivory  Meafures, 


To  you,  my  dear  friends ! 

The  Mufe  humbly  fends 
Thefe  trifles,  created  at  Dieppe} 

For  love  of  the  donor, 

Pray  do  me  the  honour 
The  poor  little  travellers  to  keep* 

Yet,  think  not  I  mean 

By  thefe  fhou'd  be  feen 
The  extent  of  Sabina's  afFe£lion : 

The  taflc  wou'd  be  hard 

To  meafure  regard, 
Which  will  bear  the  minuteft  infpedlion. 

That  tyrant  old  time. 

Who  in  ev'ry  clime 
Is  deftrudive  to  beauty  and  pleafure, 

Amidft  all  the  ruin 

He  daily  is  doing, 
Cannot  wind  up  my  love  like  a  meafure. 

M  »  . 


[     i64    ] 

So  great  is  his  power. 

We  fee  ev'ry  hour 
What  terrible  work  he  can'  do  ; 

But  he  cannot  impart 

A  change  to  my  heart, 
Nor  aher  my  friendihip  for  you. 


^kb  v'-f 


t  165  ] 


The  SHAWL'i  Addrejs  to  MELANIA. 


Though  no  internal  charms  I  own, 
Yet,  do  not  view  me  with  a  frown  ; 
For  friendfhip,  madam  !  fent  me  here. 
To  hang  upon  your  elbow  chair. 

Light  tho'  I  am  as  any  feather, 

I  'm  reckon'd  in  the  coldefl:  weather 

A  very  comfortable  cloak  — 

(Nay,  do  not  laugh !  I'm  not  in  joke  \) 

Tho'  I  fo  thin  and  fmall  appear, 

Yet  I  am  very  warm  to  wear  ;         > 

And  if  you  to  a  party  venture, 

"When  in  the  drawing  room  you  enter. 

For  fear  you  there  ihou'd  chance  to  drop  me, 

Into  your  pocket  you  may  pop  me. 

'Tis  now  my  lot  to  wait  on  you  — 
Once  on  a  camel's  back  I  grew. 
Who  travers'd  the  Arabian  fands. 
And  fed  on  Egypt's  fertile  lands ; 
Till  forc'd  to  be  the  flave  of  man. 
My  metamorphofis  began. 


[    i66    ] 

Doom'd  from  my  priftine  ftate  to  fall. 

By  hands  barbaric  made  a  (hawl, 

By  art's  invention  bleach'd  and  wrought, 

And  from  my  native  climate  brought, 

My  deftiny  diredls  me  hither, 

To  keep  you  vi^arm  in  frofty  weather : 

Deign  then  an  humble  gift  to  take. 

And  wear  it  for  the  donor's  fake. . 


[    i67    ] 


On  Lord  MANSFIELD'S  W/w^  tunbridge  Wtlh. 
October  3,  1785. 


The  Mufc,  quite  defponding,  and  almoft  in  tears, 
Like  a  tragedy  queen,  on  the  pantiles  appears  ; 
For  Mansfield  fhe  mourns  on  thefe  comfortlefs  walks. 
Of  Mansfield  fhe  thinks,  and  of  Mansfield  fhe  talks  ; 
Whilft  a  circle  of  friends,  who  their  grief  cannot  fmother, 
Are  rivals  no  more,  but  condole  with  each  other  \ 
And  fince  the  contention  of  pleafing  is  o'er, 
The  general  lofs  they  unite  to  deplore. 
Fair  Margaret  looks  grave.  Lady  Ann  is  grown  fad. 
As  for  me  —  but  my  face  in  a  veil  muft  be  clad  ; 
Neither  pencil  nor  pen  can  attain  to  the  art 
Of  painting  thofe  feelings  that  glow  in  the  heart. 

Since  therefore  to  talk  of  my  grief  wou'd  be  vain. 
Let  me  try  my  affedlionatc  hopes  to  explain ; 
Let  me  fpeak  of  unanimous  wilhes  fincere. 
That  Mansfield  again  at  the  Wells  may  appear. 
In  his  abfence,  wit,  genius,  and  fcience  decay. 
Mirth  fpreads  her  light  wings,  and  is  vanifh'd  away  j 
The  Virtues,  the  Graces,  the  Mufes  complain. 
For  want  of  the  fage  who  enliven 'd  their  train  ; 
And  Friendlhip  laments,  while  fhe  leans  on  MY  PEN, 
The  kindeft  of  friends,  and  the  wifeft  of  men. 


[     i68    ] 


On  a  BARONET  having  Jald  he  jhoud  like  to  be  at- 
tended by  Twelve  Female  Servants  at  Dinner, 


Who  wou'd  not  wifh  to  fee  the  fight  ? 
Twelve  damfels  to  attend  the  Knight ! 

And  all  v\'ith  comely  features  ! 
Sure  Jove  in  his  imperial  ftate, 
Had  not  fo  many  nymphs  to  wait, 

(Tho'  Jove  lov'd  pretty  creatures.) 

In  days  of  yore,  fome  beauteous  dame. 
Ambitious  of  an  heroine's  name, 

Clafp'd  on  her  lover's  mail ; 
And  demoifelles,  like  'fquires  array'd, 
With  their  belov'd  Knight  Errants  ftray'd. 

Thro'  many  a  lonefome  vale. 

The  times  are  chang'd  —  Sir  John,  'tis  true, 
Eflays  old  methods  to  renew,  -. 

With  women  ftout  and  able  ; 
Not  that  they  faften  armour  on, 
(As  Amazonian  nymphs  have  done  ;) 

They'll  only  grace  his  table. 

But  ah,  beware !  Sir  John,  beware  ! 
Nor  draw  your  friends  into  a  fnare  ; 
..    (Your  friends  who  mean  to  carve  :) 
Thofe  who  fhou'd  eat  and  drink  will  ftare. 
And  gazing  on  the  rival  fair, 
Amidft  profufion  ftarve. 


[     i69    ]  . 

Nor  will  that  only  ill  enfue  — 
Such  a  monopoly  by  you. 

Of  women  fit  for  trades, 
Will  make  the  premier  interfere, 
Caufe  luxuries  to  be  more  dear. 

And  raifc  the  tax  on  maids. 


C     >7o    ] 


On  the  Marriage  o/E.  H.  Esq^,  to  the  Right  Hon. 
LadyL.  N*****. 


I  HE  fat,  the  lean,  the  fair,  the  brown, 
Each  celebrated  belle  in  town 

Had  H*****for  a  lover  ; 
He  join'd  the  emulative  crowd 
Who  epdlefs  love  to  Celia  vow'd— . 

But  foon  her  reign  was  over. 

With  brighter  eyes  Clarinda  came. 
And  fet  his  bofom  in  a  flame,     . 

Too  fierce  to  laft  for  ever  ; 
He  next  admir'd  Myrtilla's  grace. 
Swore  conftancy  to  Lcfbia's  face. 

But  prov'd  a  mere  deceiver. 

Parifian  nymphs  and  Britifh  dames. 
Alike  upon  his  heart  had  claims. 

And  put  him  in  a  fever  ; 
I^'or,  like  a  cuUinder,  his  heart 
Had  holes  enough  for  ev'ry  dart 

That  came  from  Cupid's  quiver. 

This  giddy,  noify,  merry  creature. 
Was  the  true  pi6lure  of  good-nature. 

Nor  wanted  fenfe  or  merit ; 
Yet  was  no  fquirrel  in  its  cage 
More  difficult  to  render  fage, 

More  briflc,  or  full  of  fpirit. 


C   171    ] 

A  heart  fo  fickle  who  cou'd  fix  ? 

The  monkey  play'd  a  thoufand  tricks ; 

From  houfe  to  houfe  he  rambled  : 
Whene'er  a  lady  made  a  noofe. 
He  found  fome  method  to  get  loofe. 

And  off  the  creature  fcrambled. 

But  when,  Louifa !  thou  wert  feen. 
With  pleafing  unafFefled  mien. 

By  Venus  fent  to  gain  him ; 
Thy  worth,  thy  fenfc,  his  mind  approv'd, 
Thy  manners,  and  thy  charms  he  iov'd. 

And  gave  thee  leave  to  chain  him. 

(Thus  does  the  bee  from  flower  to  flower, 
Range  o'er  the  circle  of  the  bower. 

In  his  purfuits  divided  ; 
But,  if  he  finds  the  blooming  rofe. 
The  value  of  her  charms  he  knows. 

And  is  at  once  decided.) 


[       172      ] 


On  Sir  JOSHUA  REYNOLD'S  Piaure  of  the  Nymph 
and  CvviDy  with  a  Snake  in  the  Grafs. 


Reasoit. 

Arise,  fair  nymph  !  and  come  with  me  ; 

Thefe  Ihades  with  poifon  are  infec^Led  j 
Among  the  grafs  a  fnake  I  fee, 

And  Cupid  I  have  juft  det,e6ted. 

Ah,  nymph !  that  boy  in  mifchief  deals  — 

I  tremble  at  your  fituation  ; 
.  Already  to  your  breaft  he  fteals, 

Fraught  with  the  arts  of  captivation. 

V 

Nymph. 

Ere  I  with  your  commands  comply, 
■  Pray,  let  nie  underftand  my  danger ; 
Stern  Reafon  !  wherefore  muft  I  fly. 
And  leave  this  little  merry  ftranger  ? 

Manners  that  pleafe,  and  looks  that  fpeak. 
Adorn  the  dear  bewitching  creature ; 

A  blufh  fits  on  his  dimpled  cheek. 

Dimpled  by  fmiles  of  fweet  good-nature. 
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r 

He's  much  too  harmlefs  to  annoy. 
And  'twou'd  be  cruel  to  difmifs  him  ; 

Nor  can  I  caide  the  playful  boy. 
While  he  folicits  me  to  kifs  him. 

In  vain  you  preach,  when  he  perfuades — 
Tho'  you  are  angry,   I  muft  bear  it ; 

I  find  no  poifon  in  thefe  fhades  — 
i  fee  no  fnake,  — :  nor  do  I  fear  it. 

I  ought  your  maxims  to  obey  ; 

But  love's  advice  I  long  to  follow  — 
Yes,  pretty  boy!   I'm  thine  to-day. 

And,  Reafon  — I'll  be  yours  to-morrow. 


C   174  3 


SYLVIA. 


Perfect  in  ev'ry  requlfite  to  pleafe, 
Endow'd  with  fenfe,  with  elegance,  and  eafc. 
Near  yonder  mill  a  beauteous  nymph  refides,     •> 
Enrich'd  by  gifts  that  Nature's  hand  provides,     > 
Like  Venus,  with  the  graces  for  her  guides.      J 


Oft,  when  the  melancholy  nightingale, 
Perch'd  on  the  bufti,  begins  her  tuneful  tale, 
Enamour'd  by  the  found  of  Sylvia's  tongue. 
She  flops  —  and  liftens  to  her  fweeter  fong. 
No  cares,  no  tumults  difcompofe  the  grove, 
Embellifh'd  by  the  Mufe,  and  virtuous  love. 
Ye  fwains,  with  oaten  reeds  aflift  my  lay. 
Due  homage  unto  lovely  Sylvia  pay. 


C    I7S    ] 


The  Death  of  the  SPIDER. 


Ah,  Sylviana !  cruel  fair ! 
Wherefore  fo  lovely,  and  fevere  ? 
Thofe  beauteous  features  form'd  ferene, 
That  gentle  voice,  and  placid  mien. 
Accords  but  ill  vi^ith  cruelty, 
And  fhews,  for  once,  deceit  in  thee. 
Can  radiant  eyes,  and  fingers  white. 
In  fo  much  tyranny  delight  ? 
Ah !  whither  is  foft  pity  flown ! 
What  had  the  haplefs  infeft  done. 
That  Sylvia  fhou'd  divide  his  thread. 
And  doom  the  poor  mechanic  dead  ; 
Ev'n  in  his  loom  fhou'd  ftrike  the  blow,, 
And  lay  his  manufadure  low  ? 

You  fay,  the  crime  for  which  he  dies. 
Was  cruelty  in  catching  flies  :  — 
If  for  this  crime  his  death  was  due, 
Think,  Sylvia !  what  muft  wait  on  YOU. 
The  fpider  in  the  nets  he  made, 
His  ingenuity  difplay'd ; 
*T\vas  Nature  taught  him  how  to  fpin 
His  nets  fo  dextroufly  and  thin  ; 
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He  llv'd  by  induftry  alone. 

And  did  what  all  your  fex  have  donCr 

Your  cruel  eyes,  injurious  fair ! 
Have  been  a  moft  deftrudlive  fnare ; 
Entangled  in  the  net  of  love, 
The  poifon  of  their  beams  we  prove  : 
Unable  mercy  to  obtain, 
Or  break  the  fafcinating  chain. 
We  feel  the  rigours  of  your  power. 
And  blame  the  foe  whom  we  adore. 
A  thoufand  hearts  in  bondage  lie. 
Unable  to  refift  your  eye. 
Condemned  to  fee  you  frown  fevere. 
And  blaft  their  wilhes  by  defpair. 

The  fly  is  foon  releas'd  from  pain. 
But  we  a  life  of  woe'fuftain  : 
Which  then  has  been  the  moft  to  blame. 
The  fpider,  or  the  cruel  dame  ? 
They  equal  mifchief  can  impart ! 
One  kills  by  nature,  one  by  art. 


[    '77    3 


On    matilda. 


If  fweet  good-humour,  meeknefs,  diffidence. 

Candour,  and  virtue,  redlitude  and  fenfe  j 

A  heart  where  virtue  and  difcretion  meet. 

Devoid  of  error,  and  above  deceit ; 

A  mind  where  Nature  has  her  bounty  ftiew'd, 

A  face  as  lovely,  as  the  mind  is  good  ; 

A  temper  cloudlefs  as  the  eaftern  Ikies, 

A  conducEl  unafFefted,  chafte,  and  wife  ; 

An  artlefs  look,  an  elegance  of  form. 

Zeal  to  oblige,  without  the  aim  to  charm  ; 

True  modefty  that  ne'er  expedls  applaufe. 

And  principles  that  follow  virtue's  laws ; 

If  thefe  are  merits,  fair  Matilda's  name 

Shou'd  be  exalted  in  the  lifts  of  fame. 

To  HER  thofe  merits,  and  thofe  charms  belong, 

Recorded  in  the  poet's  faithful  fong  ; 

Herfelf  unconfcious  of  her  worth  alone. 

Will  be  the  laft  the  chara6ler  to  own. 

While  ev'ry  friend  to  virtue  will  aver, 

Altho'  the  portrait  much  refembles  her. 

Yet  does  the  fair  original  excel 

All  that  my  pencil,  or  my  pen  can  tell. 


Vol.  II.  N 
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To    FRANCES   JULIA. 

April  1779. 


To  that  fair  nymph,  whofe  pleafing  manners  tend 
To  gain  the  lover,  and  to  keep  the  friend  \ 
Whofe  gentle  nature,  undefil'd  by  art, 
Perfuades  the  reafon,  whilft  it  charms  the  heart ; 
Whofe  fenfe  and  judgement  equally  confpire 
To  make  her  what  we  muft  or  fhou'd  admire. 
Who,  ever  conftant  to  the  golden  mean. 
In  each  excefs  of  fafhion,  ftays  between  ; 
Not  prudifhly  precife,  nor  always  gay. 
But  gay  or  grave,  as  reafon  points  the  way ; 
Attentive,  kind,  and  uniformly  good. 
For  greatnefs  fit,  becaufe  with  worth  endow'd, 
Who  wears  a  mine  of  virtues  in  her  breaft — 
To  HER  this  humble  tribute  is  addreft. 


[    179    3 


Written  for  a  DRUID's  Cell  at  Barn  Elms  in  Surry. 
1779- 


Stay,  paflenger !  and  viewe  a  Druid's  cell. 
Where  neither  gayity  nor  pomp  invites :  — 

Comfort  with  grandeure  dothe  not  always  dwell. 
But  oft  in  humble  cottages  delyghtes. 

I  boaft  no  gylded  walls,  no  paynted  dome  — 
Thefe  oaks  and  mifletoe  are  dear  to  me  ; 

My  furniture  is  wove  in  Nature's  loome. 
My  wealth  is  innocence,  and  lybertie. 

Come  then  !  and  mufe  within  this  calm  retreat, 
(Forgetting,  what  the  world  calls  gay  or  fine ;) 

I  envy  not  the  fplendeure  of  the  great  — 
Let  FORTUNE  Jje  THEIR  boaft,  —  content  is  mine. 


A  DRUID. 


N  e 


[    ,8o    3 


On  an  Oriental  PLANE  TREE. 


1  HOU  matchlefs  tree !  to  whom  I  owe 

The  infpiration  of  my  quill. 
Permit  thefe  ruftic  marks  to  (hew 
The  grateful  fentiments  I  feel. 

The  gawdy  tulip's  changeful  hue. 
The  blooming  rofe,  that  foon  decays. 

The  violet,  deck'd  with  tranfient  blue. 
Shall  never  rob  thee  of  my  praife ; 

For  thou  one  conftant  garb  doth  wear. 
Throughout  the  fummer  clad  in  green ; 

Renew'd  by  ev'ry  growing  year, 
The  fame  thy  leafy  boughs  are  feen. 

Pyh  !  may  the  forked  lightnings  fpare 
Thy  bark  —  may  neither  wind  or  rain 

The  beauty  of  thy  leaves  impair. 

Till  winter  ftrews  them  o'er  the  plain. 


[     iSi     ] 

Long  may  thofe  verdant  branches  fpread, 

Superior  unto  other  trees  ; 
May  morn  her  fofteft  dew-drop  fhed. 

And  give  to  thee  her  earlieft  breeze. 

And  whilft  the  thrufh  and  linnet's  fong 
Are  echo'd  through  the  winding  grove  ; 

May  turtles  coo  thy  boughs  among, 
And  dedicate  the  tree  to  love. 


I  182  .] 


Verfes  prefented  to  the  Countess  ^S.,  hy  a  Gentleman 
(in  the  CharaSfer  of  a  Chinese  Philosopher,}  the 
Night  Jhe  admitted  Majks. 

1779. 


To  YOU,  whofe  fmiles  invite  us  to  repair 

Where  gay  good-humour,  eafe,  and  pleafure  reign, 

An  eaftern  bard  indites  his  humble  lay. 

And  S********'s  name  Ihall  decorate  the  ftrain. 

Far  from  thefe  happy  walls  may  anguifh  fly  ! 

May  mirth  and  pleafure  here  their  vigils  keep  ! 
Unknown  be  forrow's  unavailing  figh ! 

Banifh'd  the  eyes,  that  only  wake  to  weep  ! 

Beneath  this  roof  may  grief  be  never  found  — 
Nor  pain,  nor  gloomy  care,  here  gain  accefs ; 

And  be  thy  hours,  Alicia  !  ever  crown'd 
With  rofeate  health,  and  perfed  happinefs. 


[     i83    3 


Verfes  zvritten  for  the  CharaCler  of  a  DRYAD,  at  a 
Mafquerade. 

1783.  V  V 


From  dlftant  forefts,  from  my  native  home, 

Entic'd  by  curiofity,  I  come. 

And  quit  my  fifter  Dryads  for  a  night, 

To  rove  where  noife  and  mirth, my  fteps  invite. 

I've  liv'd  in  comfort,  and  fecurity. 
Within  the  trunk  of  a  majeftic  tree. 
Beneath  the  fhade  of  whofe  expanded  boughs 
Reclining  lovers  breathe  their  amorous  vows  ; 
There,  (whilft  the  woodlark,  with  fuccefs  elate. 
Sings  in  wild  notes  to  his  refponfive  mate,) 
The  fhepherd  pipes  upon  his  oaten  reed. 
To  win  a  fmile  from  the  enamour'd  maid  ; 
But  foon,  in  fearch  of  novelty  he  roves. 
And  thofe  who  laft  he  fees,  the  moft  he  loves. 

Offended  by  fuch  frequent  proofs  of  change. 
To  fcenes  remote  I  was  refolv'd  to  range, 
Forfook  my  darling  oak,  with  ivy  twin'd. 
By  hoary  mofs,  and  mifletoe  enlhrin'd  ; 
Forfook  the  fylvan  {h,ades,  in  hopes  to  fee 
In  town,  feme  inftances  of  conftancy. 


[     i84    ] 

But  ah !  already  I  perceive,  in  vain 

I  left  the  fhady  oak,  the  peaceful  plain  ; 

In  rural  fcenes,  tho'  we  fo  often  find 

The  fwains  inconftant,  w^hen  the  nymphs  arc  kind  j 

Yet  HERE,  if  men  vouchfafe  to  talk  of  love. 

They  feign  a  paffion  which  they  do  not  prove. 

'Tis  very  modifh  to  afFe6t  a  figh. 

And  follow  her  who  has  the  brighteft  eye  ; 

But  vanity  and  felf-lovc  only,  prefs 

The  courtly  beaux  to  fpeak  of  tendernefs  ; 

With  buckles,  fword-knots,  whifkers,  and  cockades, 

They  think  to  captivate  admiring  maids  ; 

On  drefs  alone,  for  confequence  depend. 

And,  if  they  wou'd  be  heroes  —  fight  a  friend  : 

On  horfes,  wine,  and  cards,  their  fortunes  wafte. 

And  Siddons  only,  juftifies  their  tafte. 

Then  let  me  to  roy  peaceful  oak  repair. 
Tranquillity,  at  leaft,  will  meet  me  there : 
Ah !  if  inconftancy  muft  rule  the  heart, 
Let  it  arife  from  nature,  not  from  art  ; 
Truth  to  profefs,  when  falfehood  they  defign, 
Suits  not  with  Gothic  fentiments  like  mine  ; 
I  fcorn  the  language  flattery  fupplies, 
And  thofe  prefer,  who  never  wear  difguife. 


[    i85    ] 


STREPHON's    DREAM. 


Bright  Perlbaea !  deign  to  hear 
What  love  impells  me  to  declare  ; 
With  pity  think  of  Strephon's  fate. 
And  end  thofe  pangs  which  you  create. 

From  a  ftrange  dream  my  woes  arife  — 
Laft  night,  when  fleep  had  clos'd  my  eyes. 
Within  a  clofe  fequefter'd  grove 
Methought  I  faw  the  god  of  love. 
Afleep  beneath  the  chequer 'd  fhade. 
On  fragrant  verdure  he  was  laid  ; 
The  grafs  his  purple  pinions  preft. 
And  gentle  zephyrs  fann'd  his  breaft ; 
His  bow  upon  a  tree  was  hung, 
His  quiver  on  the  ground  was  flung. 

Thought  I,  the  lucky  hour  is  come 
When  I  may  regulate  thy  doom  ; 
Pernicious  boy !  who  hath  decreed 
So  many  tender  hearts^  to  bleed, 
Thofe  fatal  arrows  I  will  fteal. 
To  teach  thee  what  thy  vi(Elims  feel ; 
And,  as  a  punilliment  that's  due. 
My  firft  effay  fhall  be  on  you  i 


C   186   ] 

Henceforth  to  me  they  appertain, 
And  thou  Ihalt  mourn  the  theft  in  vain. 


I  faid  —  and  foftly  from  the  tree 

Unty'd  the  bow  —  with  bended  knee, 

I  took  the  quiver  from  the  ground. 

And  chofe  a  dart  to  give  the  wound  : 

Then  I  invok'd  a  thoufand  names 

Of  thofe  who  burn'd  with  hopelefs  flames ; 

Adjuring  Juno  to  prefide. 

And  gratify  her  rage  and  pride. 

To  take  revenge  on  fleeping  love, 

For  all  the  naughty  tricks  of  Jove  ; 

Then  in  the  moft  obfequious  manner, 

I  begg'd  affiftance  from  Diana, 

And  with  a  cautious  aim,  I  bent 

The  bow,  and  thence  the  arrow  fent. 

But  form'd  of  a  celeflial  mould. 

Invulnerable,  hard,  and  cold, 

His  flubborn  breaft  repell'd  the  blow  — 

The  brittle  fhaft  was  broke  in  two  j 

And,  fad  to  tell,  the  barbed  dart 

Recoil'd  —  and  pierc'd  my  trembling  heart. 

Too  late,  my  rafh  attempt  I  mourn 'd. 
Too  late,  the  power  of  Cupid  own'd. 
Oft  I  endeavour'd,  but  in  vain. 
To  extra<St  the  point,  and  eafe  my  pain  ; 
The  bow  my  feeble  hand  forfook, 
The  urchin  laugh'd,  and  T  awoke. 


[     i87    ] 

Yet  waking,  I,  aftonifti'd,  found 
My  heart  was  fmarting  with  a  wound, 
A  wound  by  Peribasa  made, 
When  we  laft  night  at  tric-trac  play'd ; 
While  Cupid  flood  behind  her  chair. 
And  feem'd  to  whifper  in  her  ear  : 
**  Tho'  Strephon  ev'ry  fifh  has  won, 
"  The  gain  will  fhortly  be  your  own.'* 


[     i88    3 


To   ELIZA. 


When  you  no  more  have  power  to  plea(e 

By  artlefs  elegance  and  eafe  ; 

When  that  dear  gullelefs  heart  fhall  grow 

Cold  as  the  Pyrenean  fnow  ; 

Light  and  inconftant  as  the  wind, 

Artful,  capricious,  and  unkind. 

Devoid  of  honour,  virtue,  fenfe. 

And  ev'ry  claim  to  excellence. 

Then  will  Eliza  ccafe  to  be 

Thus  tenderly  efteem'd  by  me ; 

(Whofe  friendfhip  ev'ry  thing  defies. 

But  cold  negle<5l  —  a'nd  mean  difguife.) 
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On  perujing  an  Ode  written  by 

WARR£:N  HASTINGS,   Esq. 

On  his  return  to  England, 


No  wonder  that  the  fkilful  pen. 
Of  one  amongft  the  beft  of  men,- 

His  noble  foul  difplays  ; 
He  in  whofe  bofom  virtue  dwells, 
Can  beft  defcribe  the  thoughts  he  feels. 

When  virtue  claims  his  praife. 

Haftings  !  to  thee  applaufe  is  due  — 
Whofe  anxious  care,  whofe  utmoft  view. 

Was  ftill  the  public  good  ; 
Wealth,  power,  and  all  their  tempting  train. 
Strove  to  engage  thy  mind  in  vain. 

Thy  mind  with  worth  endu'd. 

No  thorns  Ihall  from  thy  pillow  fpring. 
Nor  confcience  feej  a  poignant  fting, 

From  retrofpe6live  fceiies  ; 
Thy  memory,  when  fhe  backward  treads, 
From  thy  difinterefted  deeds, 

A  fecrei  pleafure  gleans. 


[    190    ] 

Thou  ne'er  haft  with  tyrannic  hand 
Spread  defolation  o'er  the  land, 

Or  taught  the  poor  to  weep  ; 
Thy  breaft  no  keen  remorfe  can  know, 
Nor  pangs  that  from  difhonour  flow. 

Nor  care  "  that  murders  fleep." 

To  blefs  has  been  thy  glorious  aim  — 
The  worthy,  (not  the  great,)  cou'd  claim 

A  patronage  from  thee ; 
No  oftentatious  love  of  power  ' 

Cou'd  ever  gain  dominion  o'er 

A  mind  from  error  free. 

Thofe  who  amafs  unbounded  ftore. 
May  in  their  profperous  ftate  be  poor 

In  virtue,  and  in  fame  ; 
But  thou,  of  higher  wealth  pofTeft, 
Haft  brought  this  treafure  from  the  eaft. 

An  uncorrupted  name. 


This  Ode  was  written  previous  to  the  Profecution  of 
Mr.  Haftings,  and  was  founded  upon  the  teftimony 
given  by  many  of  Sir  Charles  Raymond's  friends  in 
India,  of  Mr.  Haftings 's  exemplary  condud. 
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On  a  Drawing  reprejenttng  CUPID  upon  a  Rocky  looking 
on  the  Sea  J  and  his  Bow  and  Arrow  floating  on  the 
Waves. 


CupidV  Lamentation. 

Ah  !  woe  Is  mc.  —  ah  !  fatal  day  — 
A  wave  has  wafh'd  my  bow  away  ; 
Both  bow  and  arrow  now  are  hurl'd 
To  Neptune's  deep  and  ftormy  world  : 
I  laid  them  clofely  by  my  fide, 
But  whilft  I  llept,  the  treach'rous  tide 
Has  robb'd  me  of  thofe  precious  things. 
And  damp'd  the  feathers  of  my  wings ; 
Far  from  my  fight  my  bow  is  borne. 
Nor  dare  I  hope  it  fhou'd  return. 

**  Thou  fretful  being,"  Venus  crys, 
**  Learn  to  be  patient,  calm,  and  wife  ; 
**  In  vain  the  elements  combine 
**  To  hurt  thofe  attributes  of  thine  : 
*'  Can  Itormy  winds  or  biUovvs  prove 
*'  Deitrudlive  to  the  power  of  love  ? 
"  Still  o'er  the  waves  thy  magic  bow, 
**  Thy  feather 'd  dart  uniiurl  will  go. 


[      192      ] 

"  Till,  weary  of  the  ufelefs  freight, 
**  The  tide  its  refluent  courfe  (hall  take, 
"  And  caft  them  back  upon  the  fhore, 
"  That  thou  mayft  pine  and  weep  no  more. 

**  Meantime,  Eliza's  eyes  fhall  prove 

"  Afliflant  to  the  god  of  love  ; 

"  Their  dazzling  beams  fhall  conquer  hearts>. 

"  And  ferve  the  purpofe  of  your  darts." 
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An  Addrejs  to  KENWOOD. 


Ye  happy  fcenes !  by  tafte  improv'd. 
By  all  the  friends  of  virtue  lov'd. 

Who  reverence  Mansfield's  name ; 
Whilft  wifdom,  learning,  worth,  receives 
That  praife  the  mind  difcerning  gives. 

Thy  groves  w^ill.  merit  fame  : 

For  oft  by  yon  pellucid  ftream. 
The  great  infpirer  of  my  theme 

Has  been  obferv'd  to  ftray  ; 
There,  pour'd  inftrudlion  on  the  ear, 
Or  mourn'd  w^ith  thofe  who  penfive  were, 

Or  laugh'd  among  the  gay. 

His  brow  was  never  feen  to  frown, 

Save  when  fuch  glaring  deeds  were  known 

As  wore  a  fraudful  dye  ; 
Then  did  the  wretch,  appal'd  with  fear, 
Behold  him  as  a  Judge  fevere, 
^  And  dread  his  piercing  eye. 

He  temper'd  dignity  with  eafe, 
Knew  how  to  awe,  and  how  to  pleafe. 

How  blend  refpedl  with  love  ; 
He  cheer'd  the  timid  with  a  fmile, 
The  fad  cou'd  of  their  cares  beguile, 

The  guilty  wou'd  reprove. 

Vol.  IL  O 
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Again  he  feeks  your  tranquil  {hades. 
Ah !  haften,  ye  Aonian  maids  ! 

And  tune  the  lyric  firing  ; 
With  founds  harmonious  (both  his  ear. 
Ye  flowers !  with  gayer  tints  appear. 

Ye  birds !  more  fweetly  fing. 

Yet,  vain  is  all  the  bloom  of  fpring. 
In  vain  the  choral  warblers  fing 

To  thofe  with  pain  oppreft  ; 
Hear  then,  oh !  hear  the  Mufe's  prayer, 
Hygeia !  hafte  to  meet  him  there. 

And  long  remain  his  gucft. 


t  m  ] 


To  Miss  L 

December  1787. 


Sportive  Being!  airy  form! 

Faihion'd  to  infpire  and  charm, 

Faftiion'd  to  engage  the  heart. 

Tell  me,  tell  me,  what  thou  art  ? 

Art  thou  Hebe  in  difguife  ? 

(With  playful  fmiles,  and  fparkling  eyes,) 

Fancy  ever  on  the  wing  ? 

Feflive  glee  ?  or  blooming  fpring  ? 

A  dancing  nymph  on  Ida  born  ? 

A  fylph  ?  a  fairy  ?  or  the  morn  ? 

Frolic  mirth  ?  (that  knows  not  care,) 

A  flower  transform'd  ?  "  or  painted  air  V* 

All  that  can  enthral  and  pleafe, 

Native  elegance,  and  eafe. 

Innocence  that,  free  from  guile, 

Diredls  the  tongue,  and  prompts  the  fmile, 

JSlaivete  with  politenefs  blending, 

Tafte,  and  manners  unpretending, 

Chearfulnefs  that  forrow  chaces. 

Animated  looks  and  graces  ; 

Thefe  are  in  thy  face  difplay'd, 

Thefe  are  thine,  engaging  maid ! 

o  » 
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See  the  jocund  nymph  advances  ! 
Lightly  on  the  green  ihe  dances ; 
Hark  !   I  hear  the  valleys  ring — 
Hark !  fhe  vt^akes  the  tuneful  ftring. 
Now  I  know  the  laughing  fair, 
Fafhion,  'tis  thy  fav'rite  care, 
'Tis  one  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft, 
'Tis  Lockhart  *  —  **  by  the  graces  dreft." 

*  Mifs  Maria  Thercfa  Lockhart,  afterwards  married  to  Sir  Charles 
Rofs,  Bart. 


,  To  ihe  fame,  with  an  Almanack. 

Throughout  the  term  of  the  fucceeding  year. 
For  you,  may  ev'ry  day  ferene  appear ! 
Not  clad  in  fable,  but  of  brilliant  hue  ; 
Your  pleafures  many,  difappointments  few  : 
Health  your  attendant,  wherefo'er  you  roam. 
And  Peace,  companion  of  your  hours,  at  home. 
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On  the  Piaure  of  SOPHONISBA. 

(fVho  is  reprefented  reading  a  Letter y  and  the  Cup  of 
Poifon  placd  by  her.) 


From  Sophonlfba's  eye  the  tear  defcends. 
As  the  dire  purport  of  thofc  lines  Ihe  reads  ; 

Whilft  o'er  the  fatal  page  the  mourner  bends. 
From  her  foft  cheek  the  vernal  bloom  recedes. 

No  words  of  mild  perfuafive  love  appear, 
The  cruel  pen  no  comfort  can  fupply ; 

She  finds  a  melancholy  fentence  there. 

Obeys  the  ftern  command,  and  learns  to  die. 
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On    AMARANTHA. 


A.  Generous  temper,  and  a  heart  fincere, 
A  fportive  fancy,  and  a  judgement  clear. 
Wit  without  malice,  fenfe  without  parade. 
Manners  that  pleafe,  and  eyes  that  can  perfuade, 
A  tongue  which  eloquence  and  truth  infpire. 
And  looks  and  fmiles,  which  all  her  friends  admire ; 
By  thefe,  the  nymph  for  whom  I  form  my  fong. 
May  be  diftinguifh'd  in  the'bufy  throng : 
To  her  this  trifle  I  prefume  to  fend. 
Due  to  fo  generous,  and  fo  kind  a  friend. 

A  thoufand  wifhes  in  the  pacquet  lie. 
Gay  as  her  fmile,  and  brilliant  as  her  eye ; 
Health,  peace,  and  joy,  may  Amarantha  prove. 
And  know  the  force,  without  the  pain  of  love. 
Devoid  of  forrow,  ignorant  of  care, 
Happy  as  wife,  and  innocent  as  fair. 
May  fortune  crown,  what  fancy  may  create, 
And  all  her  hopes  be  realiz'd  by  fate. 
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On    the    soul. 

J  SuhjsSi  propoi'd  ky  the  "Eaul  of  A- 


=£* 


Whilst  others  talk  of  mortal  things, 
My  Mufe  on  light  ethereal  wings, 

The  immortal  foul  records  ; 
Delights  to  count  in  beauty's  eyes 
The  various  feelings  as  they  rife. 

Which  (corn  the  power  of  words. 

Some  fouls  there  are,  which  I  have  feen 
Peep  thro'  the  eye-lids  full  of  fpken^ 

When  they  have  loft  a  vole  ; 
Others,  when  dogs,  or  monkies  die. 
Breathe,  in  the  compafs  of  a  figh, 

Th'  emotions  of  their  foul. 

The  huntfman's  foul  is  in  his  ear 
When  he  afTays  the  horn  to  hear. 

And  pants  to  join  the  chafe  ; 
The  failor's  foul  is  in  his  eye, 
When  firft  the  lartd  he  can  ciefcry. 

That  bounds  his  native  place. 
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The  jovial  bacchanalian  foul 
Delights  to  hover  round  the  bow^l. 

And  drown  reflexion's  povvrer  ; 
He  looks  not  farther  than  the  table. 
Imbibes  the  liquor  while  he's  able. 

Then  dreams  upon  the  floor. 

Some  I  have  known  of  tender  frame, 
Who  languifh  at  a  lover's  name, 

And  pine  their  lives  away ; 
Whilft  others,  in  a  jocund  mood. 
Think  ev'ry  path  with  rofes  flrew'd. 

And  ev'ry  month  like  May. 

The  grave,  the  philofophic  foul, 
Whofe  thoughts  on  ferious  fyfliems  roll. 

Each  trifle  muft  annoy ; 
The  volatile,  with  out-ftretch'd  wings. 
Floating  on  gay  fantafl:ic  things. 

Can  airy  hopes  enjoy. 

The  peevifti  foul  is  prompt  to  teaze, 
The  playful  foul  defircs  to  pleafe. 

And  bends  a  thoufand  ways  ; 
Th'  ambitipus  fpirit  foars  above. 
Aims  in  a  higher  fphere  to  move. 

And  vain  ones  covet  praife. 

But  thofe  of  more  harmonic  kind. 
Who  charms  in  melody  can  find. 

Are  fafliion'd  to  be  bleft  ; 
Since  Corydon  with  matchlefs  art. 
Attunes  his  mufic  to  the  heart. 

And  fooths  its  cares  to  reft. 
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On  planting  a  HONEYSUCKLE  at  the  foot  of  an 
Oak. 


Nymph  of  the  oak  !  vouchfafe  to  grant 

Protedion  to  a  feeble  plant, 

Which  afks  no  happier  fate  to  find. 

Than  round  thy  friendly  trunk  to  wind. 

Beneath  thy  fpreading  Ihade  allow 

Thefe  leaves  to  fhoot,  thefe  flowers  to  blow 

So  fhall  no  hand  barbaric  dare 

To  rend  thy  leaves  that  time  wou'd  fparc 

To  ftrew  thy  acorns  o'er  the  ground. 

Or  on  thy  bark  inflidl  a  wound. 


[    ao2    ] 


To   THE   POETIC  LYRE. 


My  long  negleded  lyre  in  vain  I  take  — * 
From  ev'ry  ftring  difcordant  murmurs  break  ; 
My  thoughts  of  vanity  like  fmoke  expire, 
Abafh'd,  difmay'd,  I  thus  addrefs  the  lyre : 

"  Oh  thou!  from  whom,  when  others  tune  thy  firings, 

**  Pathetic  notes,  and  fweet  expreffion  fprings, 

**  Wherefore  to  me  fo  cruelly  fevere, 

**  When  to  the  Mufes  I  addrefs  my  prayer  f " 

I  fpake,  and  filent  vi^aited  a  reply  — 
A  foft  imperfedl  found  was  heard  to  figh 
Thro'  ev'ry  trembling  chord,  —  with  fear  I  fhook. 
While  from  Apollo's  lyre  this  fentence  broke  : 

**  Conceited  fool !  no  more  for  fame  contend  — > 

*'  On  fancy's  wings  prefume  not  to  depend  ; 

**  Tho'  rhymes  may  flow  fpontaneous  from  thy  mind, 

**  Poetic  thought,  muft  be  by  taste  refin'd. 

**  Thy  lays  may  breathe  the  language  of  thy  foul, 

**  But  tuneful  founds  fhou'd  harmonize  the  whole  ; 

**  Whilft  thoughts  that  charm,  and  reafons  that  perfuadc, 

"  Shou'd  thro'  their  airy  channels  be  convey 'd. 

"  Yet,  how  can  tafte  and  harmony  be  thine  ? 

**  Lo  !  mufic  fteals  them  from  the  penfive  Nine, 
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"  And,  with  a  partial  eye,  Apollo  views 

*'  Thofe  votaries,  whom  mod  his  ear  amufe." 

"  When  on  the  ftrings  accomplifh'd  Strephon  plays, 
**  His  tafte,  his  (kill,  admiring  circles  praife  ; 
**  Like  fam'd  Timotheus,  he  the  art  has  found 
*'  To  rule  the  pailions.by  the  power  of  found. 
**  When  foft  and  flow  he  flrikes  the  fdver  ftrings, 
"  When  to  furrounding  nymphs  he  fweetly  fings, 
**  Silent,  and  fad,  the  plaintive  founds  they  hear, 
*'  And  Nature  claims  a  fympathetic  tear ; 
**  But  when  his  varying  numbers  jocund  flow, 
**  They  long  to  form  the  gay  and  fportive  row, 
*'  From  him  they  learn  both  harmony  and  grace, 
"  Whilft  fmiling  joy  appears  in  ev'ry  face. 

"  When  YOU,  like  Strephon,  can  the  power  difplay 
**  To  make  the  chearful  fad  —  the  ferious  gay  ; 
"  Then  fliall  your  head  with  verdant  bayes  be  crown'd, 
"  And  FANCY  triumph  by  the  means  of  sound." 
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On  the  Anniverfary  of  the 

Earl   of  MANSFIELD's  Birth-day, 

March  2,  1789. 
(Written  at  the  requeji  of  a  Friend.) 


Vv  HEN  friendfliip  whifpers  in  my  ear 
A  name  that  I  fo  much  revere. 

Can  I  to  write  refufe  ? 
Repeated  poetry  muft  tire. 
But  when  'tis  friendfhip  firings  the  lyre. 

She  recornmends  the  Mufe. 

Hail !  happy  day,  of  Mansfield's  birth, 
Hail !  happy  day,  which  fent  on  earth 

A  bleffing  to  mankind. 
Which  gave  to  law  fo  great  a  prize, 
A  Judge  impartial,  candid,  wife. 

For  public  good  defign'd. 
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Him  virtue  tutor'd,  genius  fir'd, 
,His  words  by  Hermes  were  infpir'd, 

His  works  *  the  Mufes  lov'd  ; 
Learning  unfolded  all  her  ftores, 
Fancy  illum'd  his  leifure  hours. 

And  Pope  t  l^is  thoughts  approv'd. 

With  Ciceronian  eloquence, 
He  argued  ably  in  defence 

Qf  merit  when  oppreft. 
From  him  the  guilty  wifh'd  to  fly. 
Afraid  of  that  enquiring  eye. 

Benign  to  all  the  reft. 

Tho'  from  thofe  bufy  fcenes  retir'd, 
(Wherein  his  talents  were  admir'd 

By  all  the  juft  and  wife,) 
He  ftill  with  dignity  and  eafe. 
Can  by  his  placid  manners  pleafe, 

And  by  his  wit  furprize. 

*  Alluding  to  Lord  Mansfield  having  been  a  very  elegant  Poet 
in  the  juvenile  part  of  his  life. 

+  Mr.   Pope  was  a  friend  of  Lord  Mansfield,  and  a  particular 
admirer  of  his  talents. 

Vide  Pope's  Effay  on  Satire,  Vol.  III.,  Page  19. 

"  With  joy  file  fees  the  ftream  of  Roman  art 

*'  Irom  Murray's  tongue  flow  purer  to  the  heart." 

Vide  Epiftle  to  Mr.  Murray  (now  Earl  of  Mansfield,)  Vol.  IV. 
Page  125. 

And  what  i§  fame  ?  the  meaqeft  have  their  day, 
The  greateft  can  but  blaze  and  pafs  away; 
Grac'd  at  thou  art  with  all  the  power  of  words. 
So  known,  fo  honour'd,  at  the  Houfe  of  Lords, 
Confpicuous  fcene  !  another  yet  is  nigh, 
More  filent  far  where  kings  and  poets  lie  ; 
Where  Murray,  long  enough  his  country's  pridc. 
Shall  be  no  more  than  Tully  or  than  Hyde. 
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Attach'd  by  ev'ry  loyal  tie 
Of  duty,  love,  and  fympathy. 

His  Sovereign's  fate  he  mourn 'd  ; 
And  nov*^  he  feels  a  joy  fincere. 
The  bleft  intelligence  to  hear, 

Which  fpeaks  of  health  returned. 

When  others,  (for  the  times  are  ftrange !) 
Chamelion  like,  were  feen  to  change, 

He  kept  one  fteady  plan. 
The  applauding  Mufe  delights  to  fing 
A  fubje£l  worthy  fuch  a  King, 

A  wife  and  honeft  man  ! 
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On  a  Straw  Seat  in  a  Garden. 
1789. 

Sacre  a  VAmitie. 

\Q>  Friendfhip  let  this  ruftic  feat  belong. 
Which  claims  the  tribute  of  my  grateful  fong ; 
To  peaceful  thoughts,  to  tranquil  joy  ally'd. 
Here  may  the  harmonizing  power  prefide. 
Invite  each  weary  bird  to  reft  its  wing. 
The  dove  to  coo,  the  nightingale  to  (ing  ; 
And  when  cold  winter  defolates  the  grove. 
When  rofes  ceafe  to  bloom,  and  birds  to  love. 
When  ev'ry  thorn  the  gems  of  Nature  wears, 
(Form'd  into  chryftal  from  Aurora's  tears,) 
The  Robin  ftill  the  frozen  fcene  may  cheer. 
And  carol  fweet  to  the  departing  year. 
Strive  in  wild  notes  the  magic  to  prolong 
That  ever  waits  on  melody  of  fong, 
And  from  this  ftrawy  habitation  fing. 
In  jocund  notes,  a  prelude  to  the  /pring. 


[      208      ] 


On  Lord  NORTH,  f  afterwards  Earl  of  Guildfoid.) 


1  HOUGH  darknefs  o'er  the  fight  may  roll. 
The  bright,  the  heaven  illumin'd  foul, 

Unalter'd  will  remain  ; 
Ceafe  then,  lamenting  friendfhip  I  ceafe 
To  wound  the  tender  ear  of  peace 

With  thy  defponding  ftrain. 

Tho'  North  appears  of  fight  bereft. 
Ah !  think  what  bleflings  fate  has  left. 

To  mitigate  his  woes  ; 
When  filial  love,  and  friendly  care. 
Speak  words  of  comfort  to  his  ear. 

And  footh  him  to  repofe. 

In  golden  days,  that  are  no  more. 
In  all  his  plenitude  of  power, 

When  courtiers  prefs'd  around, 
Cou'd  North  diftinguifh  half  fo  well 
The  voice  of  honefty  and  zeal. 

From  flattery's  artful  found  ? 

No  more  an  interefted  crew 
Offtcioufly  his  fteps  purfue, 

And  court  his  envy'd  fmile  ; 
A  few,  (a  chofen  few)  are  found. 
By  ties  of  true  affe6tion  bound. 

His  forrows  to  beguilcr 
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If  thefe,  affiftance  can  fupply 
To  check  the  unavailing  figh. 

That  memory  may  impell ; 
Repining  thoughts  will  be  fuppreft, 
And  in  his  clear  unclouded  breaft. 

Eternal  funfhine  dwell. 

(No  dull  indifference  there  is  found. 
Indifference !  carelefs  of  the  wound 

Ingratitude  defigns ; 
Too  cold  to  feel  when  others  figh. 
Too  far  remov'd  from  fympathy. 

To  grieve  when  merit  pines.) 

To  North  the  happy  powers  belong, 
Of  brilliant  thought,  expreflion  flrong, 

And  eloquent  debate  j 
His  fancy  ever  on  the  wing. 
His  wit  more  apt  to  please  than  sting. 

More  urg'd  by  mirth  than  hate. 

For  NATURE  taught  his  breaft  to  glow  — 
Told  him  'twas  pleafure  to  beftow, 

'Twas  pain  to  be  fevere  ; 
Whilft  art  and  fcience  took  their  part^ 
She  kept  her  ftation  in  his  heart, 

And  cherifli'd  virtue  there. 

He  ftill  can  point  the  ready  jeft. 
Can  gladden  ev'ry  fecial  breaft. 

And  in  their  blifs  rejoice  ; 
Meet  truths  which  not  in  courts  are  know^n> 
And  liften  to  the  foothing  tone. 

Of  friendship's  gentle  voice. 


Vol.  II. 
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For  him,  around  the  flowing  bowl. 
In  gay  hilarity  of  foul, 

A  grateful  few  may  join  ; 
There,  tafte  and  fancy  fliall  prefide. 
There,  genius  mirthful  tales  provide. 

And  fenfe  with  wit  combine  : 

And  6ft,  in  fuch  convivial  hour, 
Shall  mufic's  harmonizing  power 

Her  kind  affiflance  bring; 
When  one  *  among  the  feftive  throng. 
For  him  fhall  breathe  the  fofteft  fong, 

And  tune  the  fweeteft  ftring. 

Meantime,  the  fceii^of  former  ftate. 
Loud  fadion,  tumult/^nd  debate, 

Like  feverifh  dreams  fubfide  ; 
And  if  remember'd,  feiem  no  more 
Than  the  far  diftant  lefs'ning  roar, 
That  marks  the  refluent  tide. 

A.  S.  Efq. 
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On  the  Earl  of  MANSFlELD's  Portrait  painted  bj 
Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 


The  artift  well  has  drawn  each  graceful  line. 
And  from  his  animating  pencil  thrown 

Thofe  traits  of  wifdom  which  confpicuous  Ihine, 
To  mark  a  fpirit  deftin'd  for  renown. 

Deep  learning,  thought  profound,  and  judgement  ilrong, 
Temper'd  with  mild  ferenity,  is  there  ; 

A  fweet  expreffion  to  thofe  eyes  belong. 
Unlike  the  fcornful  glance,  the  look  fevere. 

Each  foft  afFe6lion  gives  a  namelefs  grace  — 
There  candour  fpeaks,  and  amity  benign  ; 

Thefe  focial  virtues  beaming  from  the  face, 
Reynolds  !  thy  pencil  only  cou'd  defign. 

While  memory  lafts,  this  matchlefs  proof  of  Ikill 
Another  trophy  to  thy  fame  will  raife  ; 

Thy  works  of  fancy  muft  enchant  us  ftill,  ' 
But  this  demands  our  more  immediate  praife. 

Long  may  the  wife  original  appear 

The  boaft  and  wonder  of  a  grateful  age  ; 

An  age  that  muft  the  charafter  revere, 

Which  forms  an  able  Judge,  a  virtuous  Sage. 

Pa 
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On  the  EGYPTIAN  ARUM,  alias  the  CALLA 
iETHIOPICA. 


BOSCAWEN"s  hand  this  plant  beftow'd, 

A  plant  I  cherifti  and  revere  ; 
Gift  of  a  friend  fo  wife  and  good, 

With  pride  I  fee  thee  ftation'd  here. 

Cou'dfl:  thou  with  equal  beauty  bloom, 
As  (lie,  with  converfe  can  delight^ 

Then  wou'd  each  Virtuofo  come 
To  view,  and  to  admire  the  fight. 

But  ah !  tranfplanted  from  a  foil 

Where  Thomfon  *  fang,  where  fenfe  refides, 
Will  not  thy  tender  leaves  recoil. 

At  what  thy  deftiny  provides  ? 

Degraded  from  thy  former  ftate 

Wilt  thou  not  fecretly  repine  ? 
And  fick'ning  at  the  ills  of  fate. 

With  grief  thy  graceful  head  recline  ? 

Yet,  timid  ftranger  !  be  aflur'd. 

No  hand  profane  thy  ftem  fhall  break  ; 

Here,  thy  afylum  is  fecur'd  — 
I  prize  thee  for  the  donor's  fake. 

*  Thomfon  the  Poet  refided  at  Rofedalc,  now  the  property  oi 
the  Honourable  Mrs.  Bofcawen. 
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On  feeing  Lady  LUCAN's  Miniatures,  and  her  CoU 
le£iion  of  Limnings  painted  by  her f elf y  for  Lord  SpEN- 
CErV  Shakefpeare. 


When  Lucan  paints,  the  arts  attend, 
With  harmonizing  power  to  blend 

The  tints,  and  trace  the  line ; 
Fancy  and  fkill,  together  vie, 
They  point  her  pencil,  guide  her  eye, 

And  blefs  the  great  defign. 

Lo!  Raphael,  Guide,  Titian,  here 
In  imitated  charms  appear, 

And  feem  again  to  live  ; 
While  thofe  *  who  never  ought  to  die, 
(If  genius  gain'd  eternity,) 

Their  kind  affiftance  give. 

Science  delighted,  views  the  fcene. 
Points  to  the  heroes  who  have  been 

ExtoU'd  by  Shakespeare's  pen  ; 
Some,  who  by  deeds  in  arrtis  were  known. 
Some,  who  like  Spencer t,  nobly  Ihone, 

As  wife  and  virtuous  men. 

•  The  Honourable  Horace  Walpolc,  and  Sir  Jofiiua  Reynolds. 
+  Earl  Spencer. 
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Immortal  bard  !  receive  thy  meed — 
This  trophy  ihall  by  far  exceed 

All  thou  haft  won  before ; 
A  work  like  this,  from  fuch  a  hand. 
And  fo  beftow'd,  will  praife  command. 

Till  genius  is  no  more. 


ii''N 
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On    strawberry   HILL. 


Iri  AIL,  facred  {hades  !  by  ev'ry  Mufe  rever'd  ! 
By  ev'ry  grace  embelliih'd  and  endear 'd ! 
Hail,  gothic  fcenes !  where  the  aftonifh'd  fight 
Finds  ART  and  Nature  happily  unite  ; 
Where  proud  antiquity  attention  gains. 
Where  fcience  flouriflies,  and  pleafure  reigns. 

Lo  !  on  the  canvas  glows  the  damafk  cheek ! 
Eyes  feem  to  fparkle,  rofy  lips  to  fpeak  ; 
Each  charadler  is  reprefented  there, 
The  ftridlly  virtuous,  the  divinely  fair  : 
Men  priz'd  for  talents,  or  for  valour  known. 
Are  by  the  painter's  mimic  pencil  fhewn  ; 
All  that  fond  love,  or  cool  refpe£l  engage, 
The  fmiling  angel !  and  the  ferious  fage  ! 
Symbols  of  war,  and  chivalry  appear  — 
The  crefted  hauberk,  and  the  pointed  fpear ; 
Monaftic  reliques  carv'd  in  days  of  yore. 
And  legends  fill'd  with  deep  and  learned  lore. 
Here  fancy  needs  no  airy  vifions  paint, 
For  TASTE  fupplys  whate'er  the  eye  can  want ; 
The  gay  enchantress  waves  her  magic  wand, 
And  fculpture  triumphs  by  a  female  hand  *  ; 
Thro'  HER,  we  fee  accomplifh'd  Lucan  t  (hine, 
Thro*  HER,  fair  Spencer  :|:  forms  the  gay  defign  : 

*  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Damer. 

+  The  Right  Honourable  Lady  Lucan. 

J  Countefs  Spencer. 
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She  bids  another  Nymph  from  Nature  trace. 

The  rural  landfcape,  or  the  beauteous  face. 

Gives  ftrong  expreflion  to  each  graceful  line. 

And  blends  fweet  eafe  with  accurate  defign.  — 

The  friendly  phantom  aids  the  work  unfeen. 

And  lends  to  ev'ry  leaf  a  brighter  green  : 

The  vivid  colours  that  her  hand  bellows, 

Shine  on  the  wheat,  and  bloom  upon  the  rofe. 

Till  the  gay  variegated  garland  proves, 

Worthy  of  Beauclerc's  *  tafte,  and  Walpole's  groves. 

Nor  to  fuch  germs  of  fancy,  are  confin'd 

The  treafur'd  wonders  in  thefe  walls  enfhrin'd  ; 

A  thoufand  rarities  the  fight  amaze, 

A  thoufand  fpecimens  of  beauty  blaze  ; 

Soft  o'er  the  circle  fafcination  fteals, 

And  the  eye  banquets,  while  the  bofom  feels. 

If  more  is  wanting  to  compleat  the  feaft, 
Walpole  himfelf  will  furnifh  out  the  reft  ; 
For,  like  his  verfe,  his  manners  can  difpenfe 
Inftrudion,  pleafure,  wit,  and  eloquence, 

Refign,  enthufiaftic  Mufe !  the  theme  — 

Nor  of  high  flights,  or  Bays  poetic,  dream  ; 

Tho'  Walpole's  genius,  eagle-like,  prefumes 

From  fame's  broad  wing  to  pluck  the  brightefl:  plumes  ; 

The  only  merit  that  my  verfe  can  claim. 

Is  a  vain  wifh  to  celebrate  his  name  — 

How  vain  the  wifh  !  fuperior  Mufes  weave 

For  him,  the  faireft  wreathe  that  fame  can  give ; 

Yet,  this  apology  my  lay  (hall  bear. 

That  none  who  praife  him,  can  be  more  sincere. 

*  The  Right  Honourable  Lady  Diana  Beauclerc. 
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The   prize,    a   Ballad. 

(Founded  on  a  true  Story,)  dedicated  to  the  Earl  of 
Mansfield. 


**  Arise,  my  love  !  my  pretty  maid ! 

**  My  own  betrothed  fpoufe  ; 
"  The  morning  gray  peeps  o'er  the  hills, 

**  And  the  zephyr  mildly  blows. 

"  Arife,  my  love !  my  Sufan,  rife ! 

**  And  put  on  thy  fmartefl  geer, 
*'  For  this  is  the  day  when  in  Alftrop  town 

**  The  prettieft  maids  appear. 

"  To  her  who  (hall  moft  votes  obtain, 
*'  A  prize  from  the  laird  is  due  ; 

**  And  my  heart  prefages,  gentle  maid  ! 
**  The  prize  will  be  given  to  you. 

**  Your  father  will  conduifl  us  there, 
*'  And  my  mother  bids  me  fay, 

*'  I  mufl:  bring  you  to  her  cottage  door, 
*'  That  fhe  may  make  you  gay." 

At  Sufan's  window  William  fpake, 
**  His  well-known  voice  fhe  heard," 

And  gladly  haften'd  to  attend 
The  youth  her  heart  preferr'dr 
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.,  Her  father  of  his  child  was  vain, 
(And  vain  he  well  might  be,) 

.  Among  the  belles  of  Alllrop  Wells, 
He  Sufan  wifh'd  to  fee. 

A  double  pillion  he  prepar'd 

His  daughter  to  convey, 
And  William  rode  befide  the  pair, 

And  pointed  out  the  way. 

At  length  they  faw  a  pleafant  vale. 
They  mark'd  a  winding  wood, 

And  rifmg  fmoak  the  fign  difplay'd. 
That  there  a  dwelling  flood  : 

And  lo  !  a  neat  fequefter'd  cot 
Clofe  to  the  wood  was  feen, 

A  flowery  mead,  a  limpid  ftream, 
Improv'd  the  tranquil  fcene. 

"  Ah,  calm  retreat !"  fair  Sufan  cries, 
"  My  utmofi:  wifh  wou'd  be 

**  In  fuch  a  cottage  to  refide, 
**  And  (hare  it,  love !  with  thee. 

*'  Methinks  thro'  yon  majeftic  trees, 
**  I  fee  a  church  appear  — 

**  But  tell  me,  father !  tell  me,  pray ! 
**  Why  do  we  tarry  here  ?" 

She  faid — flie  faw  her  lover  fmile. 
And  hafte  to  the  cottage  door  ; 

He  brought  his  mother  to  the  maid, 
Whom  fhe  ne'er  had  feen  before. 
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Old  Dorcas  on  the  damfel  gaz'd, 

Admir'd  her  native  grace, 
And  re^d  the  virtues  of  her  mind, 

Stamp'd  on  an  angel's  face. 

Charm'd  with  the  choice  her  fon  had  made. 

The  dame  embrac'd  the  fair. 
Put  firings  of  coral  round  her  neck. 

And  braided  up  her  hair. 

Brought  from  her  garden  ev'ry  rofe 

The  little  garden  bore  ; 
And  gave  a  kerchief  trimm'd  with  lace. 

Which  erft  her  grandame  wore. 

Then  bleft  her  fon,  and  bleft  the  maid. 

And  nam'd  the  wedding  day  ; 
And  pray'd  the  fire  to  bring  them  back. 

With  her  a  while  to  ftay. 

And  now  the  travellers  take  their  leave. 

They  to  the  town  advance,. 
Where  the  merry  pipe  and  tabor  call 

The  buxom  crew  to  dance. 

The  village  maids,  all  trim  and  gay, 

In  filks  and  fattins  fhine  ; 
While  pretty  Sue  in  her  ruflfet  gown. 

Can  boaft  of  nothing  fine. 

(But  Nature  well  that  want  fupply'd. 

By  charms  beyond  compare ; 
And  tho'  in  fimple  plain  attire^ 

She  look'd  divinely  fair.) 
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It  chanc'd  that  to  the  laird's  that  day, 

A  youth  diftinguifti'd  came. 
Of  talents  and  of  worth  poffefs'd, 

Befide  a  noble  name. 

For  beauty  prais'd,  for  learning  famed. 

Pre-eminent  he  fhone  ; 
Him  ev'ry  Mufe,  and  ev'ry  Grace, 

Demanded  for  their  own. 

His  were  thofe  mild  perfuafive  powers 
That  charm  the  lift'ning  throng, 

Expreflion  fparkled  in  his  eye. 
And  Hermes  tun'd  his  tongue  : 

Bright  Fancy  in  her  gayeft  drefs 

Infpir'd  his  a£live  mind  , 
And  courtly  manners  mark'd  the  youth 

For  higher  fcenes  defign'd. 

'Twas  his  by  genius  to  furprize. 
By  wit,  by  mirth,  to  pleafe  ; 

His  was  the  happy  art  to  blend 
True  dignity  with  eafe. 

Such  was  young  Murray,  when  he  came 

To  grace  the  feflive  fcene. 
And  begg'd  he  might  the  prize  beftow. 

Due  to  the  village  queen. 

Brown  Marian,  fam'd  for  radiant  eyes. 
And  confcious  of  their  power, 

Advanc'd  with  Ellinor,  whofe  face 
Bewitching  foftnefs  wore. 
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Dolly,  whofe  cheeks  were  like  the  rofc, 
And  Moggie,  Cymon's  toaft  ; 

And  fmiling  Lucy,  who  the  heart 
Of  Colinet  cou'd  boaft. 

Rich  Agnes  in  her  proud  array  ; 

Gay  Nell  with  wanton  air  ; 
And  one  fuperior  far  to  thefe. 

For  blue-ey'd  Befs  was  there. 

But  when  the  fairer  Sufan  came, 
•  Each  eye  was  fix'd  on  her. 
And  fwains  who  had  demurr'd  before. 
Knew  which  they  fhou'd  prefer.   . 

Meantime  in  bafhful  modefty. 
With  eyes  that  fhun'd  the  crowd, 

Clofe  by  her  faithful  William's  fide. 
The  lovely  ftranger  flood. 

Murray  himfelf  the  fignal  gave  :  — 
The  fwains  aflembled  round  ; 

And  ten  to  one  among  the  votes 
For  "  black-eyed"  Sue  were  found. 

The  Judge  then  rifing  from  his  feat. 

That  dignity  difplay'd 
Which  fince  has  oft  cncourag'd  worth. 

And  made  the  bafe  afraid.  ' 

On  him  each  eager  eye  was  fix'd, 

A  general  filence  reign'd ; 
His  placid  fmile,  his  tuneful  voice, 

Refped  from  ail  obtain'd. 
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But  whfen,  tvith  eloquence  divine 
He  hail'd  the  maid  prefer'd  ^ 

A  fudden,  univerfal  fhout, 
Of  rapturous  joy  was  heard. 

Then  Murray  on  fair  Sufan's  head 
The  prize  of  beauty  plac'd  ^ 

A  hat  of  ftraw  with  ribbons  gay. 
Which  fpakfc  the  donor's  tafte. 

Beneath  the  lovely  maiden's  chin, 
The  ribbons  Murray  ty'd ; 

Gallantly  kifs'd  her  rofy  cheek. 
And  wifli'd  hfcr  a  happy  bride. 

(Forgive,  my  Lord  !  the  faucy  Mufe, 
Who  dares  the  tale  repeat ; 

Recording  deeds  of  former  times, 
Which  doubtlefs  you  forget. 

Far  higher  fubjefts,  bufier  fcenes, 
Soon  occupy 'd  your  mind, 

And  juvenile  purfuitS  were  left. 
Like  airy  dreams  behind. 

Yet  fcenes  of  paftoral  delights 
May  not  unpleafant  feem  ; 

And  doggrel  verfe  may  pardon 'd  be. 
When  BEAUTY  is  the  theme.) 
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TO    THE 

Marchioness   of  SALISBURY. 

Senf  to  her  by  a  Gentleman  with  a  Pair  of  yellow  Silk 
Stockings,  being  the  firji  made  in  England,  and  pre- 
Jentedto  ^een  Elizabeth,  by  whom  they  were  worn. 


1  HESE  ftockings,  which  in  days  of  yore 
Elizabeth  of  England  wore. 

To  you,  fair  nymph  !  I  fend  ; 
To  you,  whofe  fway  we  all  confefs  — 
To  you  who,  like  the  great  Queen  Befs, 
Can  eafe  v/ith  grandeur  blend. 

Led  by  hiftoric  page,  to  whom 
Can  I  fo  properly  prefume 

To  fend  on  this  occafion  ? 
AUy'd  to  Cecir6  ancient  name, 
You  claim  the  privilege  from  fame, 

Of  Royal  approbation. 

And  farther  ftill  your  rights  extend  — 
The  loves,  the  graces,^  all  attqnd 

To  give  your  charms  their  due  ; 
To  prove  that  thofe  of  former  times, 
Tho'  eterniz'd  in  Spencer's  rhymes, 

Wou'd  not  have  rival'd  you. 
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No  ladies  in  Eliza's  days, 

Arm'd  with  their  rufFs,  and  iron  flays, 

Cou'd  charm  as  you  have  done ; 
And  (judging  by  the  form  we  fee,)" 
No  leg  that  wore  thefe  hofe,  cou'd  be 

So  handfome  as  your  own. 

Take  then,  thefe  (lockings,  peerlefs  dame ! 
Take  too,  the  palm  beftow'd  by  fame. 

For  you  deferve  to  wear  it ; 
That  you  are  great,  and  wife,  we  know  ; 
That  you  are  fair,  we  all  allow  — 

And  Salifbury  will  fwear  it. 
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f^erfes  written  in  confequence  of  Mr,   S********» 
having y  in  joke f  proposed  our  writing  a  NoVEt* 


Come  !  let  us  dlreftly  a  novel  begin  ; 
But  pray  are  the  parties  to  weep  — or  to  grin  ? 
Is  love  fentimental,  (with  languifhing  mien,) 
Or  humour,  and  nonfenfe,  to  govern  the  fcene  ? 
Do  give  me  a  hint  how  to  trace  out  the  plan  — 
Paint  a  wicked  young  rogue,  or  a  crufty  old  man ; 
A  mifs  all  in  tears  in  the  midft  of  a  grove, 
A  vigilant  aunt,  looking  daggers  at  love  ; 
A  guardian  quite  frantic,  fome  mifchief  fufpefting, 
Young  people  propofmg —  and  old  ones  objedling  ; 
A  fcore  of  efcapes,  of  conceits,  and  difguifes, 
A  feries  of  forrows,  of  joys,  and  furprizes, 
Unexpedled  rencontres,  and  confequent  fears. 
With  duels,  and  fwoonings,  embraces,  and  tears ; 
A  melange,  in  Ihort,  that  all  novels  contain. 
Of  accidents,  ecftafies,  pleafure,  and  pain. 

A  truce  to  this  nonfenfe!  my  Mufe,  out  efforts, 
'  Wonders  how  I  can  have  fuch  ridiculous  thoughts  ; 
Bids  me  leave  tales  of  fancy  for  others  to  write. 
And  keep  only  Nature  and  Truth  in  my  fight. 
*'  Do  not  tell  me  (fays  Ihe)  of  fuch  folly  and  fluff! 
"  Of  novels  there  furely  are  more  than  enough  ; 

Vot.  II.  Q       ,  " 
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**  Nor  will  I  enfringe  upon  prose,  with  adventures 

**  Of  raving  young  lovers,  and  watchful  old  Mentors ; 

**  This  fort  of  recital  is  out  of  my  line  — 

**  Pray  give  me  fome  topic  more  worthy  the  Nine ; 

**  On  ONE  fubjedl  I  very  loquacious  cou'd  be, 

**  (In  which  all  the  company  here  wou'd  agree.) 

**  The  genius  and  wit  that  yon  author  difplays, 

**  The  tribute  deferves  of  poetical  praife  ; 

"  But  alas !  I  relinquifli  the  talk  in  difpair, 

**  Since  I  know  not  the  art,  how  to  write  like  S  *  *  *  *  *  *." 
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To   EMMA. 


vVHY,  pretty  rogue !  do  you  proteft 
The  trick  of  ftealing  you  deteft  ? 
'Tis  what  you  are  doing  ev'ry  day. 
Either  in  earneft  or  in  play ; 
Cupid  and  you,  'tis  faid,  are  coufins, 
(Au  fait  in  ftealing  hearts  by  dozens,) 
Who  make  no  more  of  (hooting  fparks. 
Than  fchool-boys  do  of  wounding  larks ; 
Nay,  what  is  worfe,  'tis  my  belief, 
Tho'  known  to  be  an  arrant  thief, 
Such  powers  of  witchcraft  are  your  owo. 
That  juftice  flumbers  on  her  throne  ; 
And  fhou'd  you  be  arraign 'd  in  court 
For  praftifing  this  cruel  fport, 
Jn  fpight  of  all  the  plaintiff's  fury, 
Ypur  SMILE  wou'd  bribe  both  judge  and  JURV, 


e« 
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The    card   TABLE, 
A   Catch. 


I  Play'd  a  knave  —  ma'am,  fo  did  I  — 
The  game  is  mine  —  oh  fye !  oh  fye ! 
Some  people  vow  they  fcorn  to  cheat, 
Tho'  they  have  never  yet  been  beat ; 
And  if  all  rogues  had  their  revjrards  — 
But  come !  let's  cut  and  deal  the  cards. 

Dear  ma'am !  you've  fet  up  one  too  many : 
To  me,  who  wou'd  not  filch  a  penny. 
This  feems  a  method  out  of  courfe ; 
Strange  blundering  work ! — or  fomething  worfe ! 
This  trick  is  mine  —  pfay  tell  me  why?— • 
I  won  it  fairly  —  No !  you  lie. 
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On  Mrs.  MONTAGUE'S  f£tE. 

May  1792. 


r  FATHERS  may  fall — and  drapery  may  fade, 

And  Flora's  bloflbms  wither  in  the  fliadd  ; 

Then  let  not  thefe  your  admiration  raife. 

When  SENSE  and  learning  fliou'd  excite  your  praifc ; 

Thefe  to  the  Donor  of  the  feaft  belong, 

Whofe  fame  deferves  a  better  poet's  fong  ; 

For  Nature  has  to  Montague  affign'd 

The  pen  of  Hermes,  and  Minerva's  mind. 
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CUPID'S  TRAVELS,  a  Ballad. 


CUPiD,  when  London  was  grown  thin, 
And  all  the  belles  and  beauxs  were  vanifh'd, 

Refolv'd  his  travels  to  begin. 

And  follow  thofe  whom  falhion  banifli'd ; 

But  vain  the  hope  to  find  them  out. 
So  many  different  ways  they  wander'd. 

Some  went  to  hunt — and  fome  to  fhoot. 
At  races  fome  their  money  fquander'd. 

Venus !  and  all  her  train  were  flown. 
And  mirth  gave  way  to  fober  leifure. 

While  Cupid  was  condemn'd  alone 
To  rove  about,  in  fearch  of  pleafure. 

Penfive  he  ftroll'd  along  the  road. 

Till  to  a  certain  bridge  he  came, 
W^afli'd  by  the  Mole's  meandering  flood  ; 

(I  ween  that  Burford  is  its  name.) 

There  were  fome  twenty  folk,  or  more, 
Returning  from  the  market  town. 

And  every  fwain  a  white  frock  wore, 
And  every  lafs  a  linfey  gown. 

Said  he,  "  good  fhepherds,  fpeed  ye  well !" 
Then  aflc'd  if  belles  or  beaux  they  faw  ? 

But  thefe  he  found  could  better  tell. 
The  market  price  of  hay  and  ftraw. 


He  next  the  female  troop  addrefs'd. 
With  the  beft  phrafes  he  could  utter  ; 

But  they  (who  ne'er  his  meaning  guefs'd,) 
Offer 'd  him  only — eggs  and  butter. 

"  Alas!"  he  cry'd,  '*  what  Goths  are  here! 

**  A  ftrange,  ill-manner'd,  vulgar  breed ! 
*'  Thefe  Surry  favages  appear 

**  As  ftupid  as  the  hogs  they  feed. 

**  Such  women  too ! — Ah  miferere ! 

**  (Unlike  th'  Arcadian  nymphs  of  old,) 
"  They  know  no  bufinefs  but  their  dairy, 

"  Nor  can  one  fentiment  unfold. 

**  Ah !  Cytherea — ^hear  my  prayer, 

"  On  yonder  hill  defcend,  and  meet  me  ; 

*'  Or  let  fome  fyren  form  appear, 

"  In  foft  confoling  words  to  greet  me." 

He  fpake  ;  when  near  the  river  ftraying, 

Three  beauteous  nymphs  were  feen  to  move, 

With  a  young  fportive  figure  *  playing. 
The  very  counterpart  of  love. 

He  view'd  with  rapture  and  furprize 

Eliza's  bloom,  Maria's  fraUe  j 
Bright  Arabella's  fpeaking  eyes, 

Whofe  magic  can  the  heart  beguile, 

"  Bravo  !"  cry'd  Cupid,  "  I'm  at  eafe,      ' 
*'  This  every  former  care  effaces  ; 

'*  Mortals  are  not  fo  fair  as  thefe  — 
**  They  certainly  mufl  be  the  graces. 

*  George  Auguftus  Bouverie. 
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The   cauldron. 


CjiUPID  to  Venus  came  one  day, 
Complaining  that  his  bow  and  arrow 

Were  ufelefs  grown,  except  to  flay 
A  harmlefs  dove,  or  ftrolling  fparrow  ; 

"  What  charms,  what  philtres  can  I  find, 
"  The  rebel  heart  of  nian  to  bind? 
**  Dear  mother,  fay!  for,  weary  grown, 
**  I've  thrown  my  ufelefs  quiver  down." 

Fair  Venus  heard  him  out,  and  fmil'd. 
To  think  flie  cou'd  his  grief  remove  j 

Then  footh'd,  and  kifs'd  the  fretful  child. 
And  thus  confol'd  the  God  of  Love. 

**  To-morrow,  at  the  clofe  of  day, 

"  Rejoin  me,  near  the  '*  fuUen  lAOLE," 

**  Hecate  will  from  her  car  furvey 

**  Our  rites,  and  authorize  the  whole. 

**  Bring  me  a  Cauldron  full  of  fire, 
"  Prepar'd  for  fpells  and  incantations ; 

"  Let  fmiling  Hope,  and  gay  Defire, 
"  Within  the  circle  take  their  ftations,; 
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"  And  yc  who  on  Parnaflus  dwell, 
"  Mufes  !  and  Graces!  bind  the  fpell ; 
*'  Hither  let  ev'ry  being  move, 
**  That  vows  allegiance  unto  love." 

She  faid  —  obedient  to  her  will 

The  powers  invok'd,  aflemble  there, 

Whilft  Nature  from  her  fav'rite  hill. 
Beheld  the  Loves  and  Graces  near. 

The  Mufcs  brought  their  magic  lyres  ; 

Unftrung  the  fighing  chords  with  hade. 
And  twifted  all  the  golden  wires 

Around  the  Cauldron,  as  they  part. 
The  Graces  brought  a  wreathe  of  flowers. 
New  gather'd  from  th'  Idalian  bowers,  ' 
Befprinkled  with  the  evening  dew. 
And  o'er  the  flame  their  oflp'ring  threw. 

Bewitching  fmiles,  and  foft  perfuafions. 

The  flcillful  Cytherea  gives  ; 
Glances,  and  kind  infinuations, 

By  vs'hich  th'  enamour'd  captive  lives. 
The  figh  that  charms  a  lover's  ear. 
The  breath  of  rapture,  pity's  tear. 
The  honefl  tongue  that  fcorns  a  rein. 
The  heart  alive  to  joy  and  pain. 

Then  Venus  chofe  to  be  pofleft 

Of  Henrietta's  airy  form. 
The  whitenefs  of  Humilla's  neck. 

With  Celia's  foot,  and  Laura's  arm  : 
She  borrow'd  Frederica's  air, 

And  placid  dignity  of  mien  ; 
Thofe  thoufand  namelefs  charms  appear. 

Which  mark  her  countenance  ferene. 
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She  brought  a  beauteous  lock  of  hair. 

That  hung  upon  Augufla's  neck, 
A  dimple  too  was  hovering  there. 

Caught  from  Amelia's  velvet  cheek. 
Julia's  compos'd,  and  faultlefs  mind. 

And  fair  Florella's  guilelefs  manner, 
Clarifla's  elegance  combin'd 

With  the  vivacity  of  Anna. 

Teeth,  that  Eliza's  lips  difclofe. 

When  mirthful^  fmiles  adorn  her  face ; 
Her  bloom  fo  like  the  maiden  rofe  ; 

And  fweet  Maria's  artlefs  grace. 
Around  the  Cauldron  Venus  hung 
Such  founds  as  flow  from  Celia's  tongue, 
Whofe  tuneful  notes  can  rage  controul. 
And  humanize  the  favage  foul : 
Then,  that  the  fpell  might  be  complete, 

She  flew  to  Arabella's  gate, 
And  ftole  thofe  eyes  that  Nature  gave 

To  fpeak,  —  to  fparkle,  —  and  enflave. 

Enough  I  the  Cauldron  now  may  reft  — 
Love  claps  his  wings  with  exultation  ; 

And  of  fuch  implements  poflefl;, 
Enthralment  vows  to  half  the  nation. 
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GREAT   NEWS; 


OR, 


OLYMPUS   IN  AN   UPROAR. 


Once  on  Olympus  top  much  wrath  abounded 
Between  Apollo  and  the  fage  Minerva  ; 

One,  by  his  loyal  mufes  was  furrounded, 

The  other,  by  the  virtues,  (bound  to  ferve  her,) 

Their  quarrel  'rofe  about  two  earthly  dames, 
Who  ow'd  their  birth  to  neither  fylph  nor  fairy ; 

If  you  defire  to  know  thefq  fifters'  names. 
One  Annabella  is,  —  the  other  Mary. 

The  queftion  was,  whether  thefe  ladies  ow'd 
Moft  to  the  Queen  of  Wifdom,  or  Apollo  ? 

"With  fenfe,  with  learning,  they  were  both  endow'd, 
And  patterns  were  for  all  their  fex  to  follow. 

But  then  Apollo  for  his  fhare  contended  — 
He  gave  them  Skill,  and  Harmony  divine  ; 

He  at  their  leflbns  (though  unfeen)  attended. 
And  taught  them  how  to  fing,  and  how  to  fhi«e. 
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He  genius,  tafte,  and  eloquence  beflow'd, 
With  all  the  charms  of  wit  and  animation  ; 

No  wonder  each  was  of  their  votaries  proud, 
Tho*  Prudence  fhou'd  have  check'd  their  altercation  : 

For  lo  !  the  argument  fo  fierce  became, 

So  ferious  were  their  looks,  fo  loud  their  voices. 

That  Momus  ran  the  quarrel  to  proclaim, 
(Who  oft  in  mifchievous  events  rejoices.) 

But  while  the  difputants  their  claims  afTerted, 
Who  lliou'd  arrive,  {'t0ut  volante,)  but  the  Graces ! 

Thefe,  (with  the  comic  argument  diverted,} 
Betray 'd  both  mirth  and  mifchief  in  their  faces. 

**  A  truce  !"  they  cry'd —  "  why  this  aniazing  rout  ? 

**  The  found  of  difcord  thro'  Olympus  flies  — 
**  There's  often  danger  when  the  wise  fall  out, 

"  And  lookers  on  may  bear  away  the  prize  : 

**  So  be  it  now  !  —  we're  ready  to  allow 

**  Praife  to  Apollo,  and  the  blue-ey'd  Dame; 

'*  But  give  us  leave  to  prove,  before  we  go, 
**  That  OTHERS  have  an  equal  right  to  fame. 

**  We  to  thefe  fifters  our  pretenfions  bring  — 
**  Tho'  to  the  difputants  we  mean  no  harm, 

**  For  tho' they  taught  them  how  to  speak,  and  sing, 
*^  We  gave  thok  Manners  that  complete  the  charm." 
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The  ANCHORITE'S  Invitation  to  Paffengers,  (in  a 
Hermitage  ^/  The  Deepdene  in  Surry.) 


JLET  thofe  who  love  the  filente  cells. 
Where  Pdace  can  fatisfadlion  give, 

Forfake  the  fcenes  where  Tumulte  dwelles, 
And  with  an  Hermit  learne  to  live. 

A  fober  fet,  —  a  ftudious  few, 

Are  welcome  to  partake  my  flore, 

But  to  a  Bacchanalian  crewe, 

Or  Fafhion's  herd^  I  bar  my  doore. 

Thefe  wou'd  molefte  my  quiet  houres, 
Or  fcorne  my  philofophic  ftraine, 

Bereave  me  of  my  fweeteft  ilowres, 
Deftroy  my  roots,  or  wafte  my  graine. 

Give  credence  to  my  tongue  fincere. 
While  thus  I  parley  in  my  cell. 

And  to  the  gentle  ftranger's  eare 
An  anchorite's  opinion  tell. 

Perdie  no  barone,  brave  and  greate, 

Who  all  his  dales  in  courtes  hath  beene, 

Wou'd  lure  me  from  my  calm  retre^te. 
My  moffie  bank,  or  fhadie  glen. 
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When  thro'  the  welkin  breakes  the  mornc, 
How  fweete  the  mynflrelfie  of  byrds, 

Jocund  as  Howard's  bugle  borne. 
Which  erft  awoke  the  lazy  herds - 

The  bells  of  Iheep  delighte  my  eare, 
As  thro'  the  fern  I  wend  my  way  ; 

The  village  curfew  I  revere, 

Which  tells  the  progrefs  of  the  day. 

Oft  by  the  pale  moon's  filver  light 

I  meditate  among  the  trees. 
Gaze  on  the  beauties  of  the  nighte. 

And  court  the  aromatic  breeze. 

Each  ftar  that  glitters  in  the  fkie, 

A  ufefull  lelTon  can  imparte  ; 
The  fparkling  myriads  charm  my  eye, 

And  awfuU  feelings  touch  my  hearte. 

A  bead, — a  lliell,  can  thought  fupply  — 
The  yellow  broome,  the  purple  heathe. 

The  painted  fnail,  the  fpangled  fly  ; 
Whate'er  has  colour,  fenfe,  or  breathe. 

While  mufing  thro'  the  woodes  I  flray, 
(Where  nature's  charms  fucceflive  rife,) 

My  gratefuU  orifons  I  pay. 
And  what  I  fhare,  I  learne  to  prize. 
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L'ALLEGRO. 


Hence  I  avaunt,  corroding  care ! 
Let  content  and  peace  be  here  j 
Eafe  (ally'd  to  ftfters  three, 
Leifure,  hope,  and  liberty,) 
Winged  mirth,  who  laughing  flies, 
With  dimpled  cheeks  and  roguifti  eyes ; 
Or  in  more  methodic  hour. 
Welcome  contemplation's  power. 

Lo  \  the  mufe,  by  fancy  led. 
Joyous  feeks  the  ruftic  (hed, 
Flys  from  what  the  world  calls  gay, 
Here  the  hermit's  part  to  play  ; 
At  her  beck  the  Dryads  move. 
Sporting  thro'  the  **  checquer'd  grove  ;" 
Fauns  (with  ivy  garlands  crown'd,) 
Gambol  o'er  the  verdant  ground. 
While,  conftrain'd  by  fancy's  fpell, 
Sylphs  and  fairies  haunt  the  cell. 

Here  the  mufe,  remote  from  noife, 
Soft  tranquillity  enjoys  ;  -— 
Envys  not  the  fair  and  vain. 
Who  mix  in  fafhion's  bufy  train, 
But  wifhes,  undifturb'd,^  to  prove 
A  life  of  reafon,  and  of  love. 
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ANSELMO. 


From  bufy  fcenes,  from  the  gay  peopled  town, 
Anfelmo  turns,  in  queft  of  calm  repofe; 

Bears  on  his  back  the  weahh  he  has  to  own. 
And  to  the  covert  of  the  woodland  goes. 

*'  Welcome,"  he  crys,  "  ye  hofpitable  fhades  ! 

**  Yon  limpid  ftream,  and  banks  with  alders  crown 'd ! 
**  No  impious  ftep  your  folitude  invades, 

**  No  crime  within  my  kalendar  is  foujnd. 

*'  The  Pilgrim  who  prefumes  to  pierce  the  gloom 
"  Of  fhades  unknown,  (their  privacy  to  Ihare,) 

**  Is  thus  a  voluntary  exile  come, 
**  To  feaft  on  folitude,  remote  from  care. 

**  Bred  in  gay  fcenes,  yet  no  defire  was  mine 

**  To  view  bright  Fame,  or  wait  at  Fortune's  door, 

**  With  daring  fons  of  enterprize  to  fhine, 
**  Or  balk  in  funihine  with  the  tools  of  powder. 


<( 
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Plain  fimple  Nature  won  my  early  praife, 
'*  Her  fteps  I  trac'd  along  the  dewy  lawn. 
Heard  her  fweet  language  in  the  blackbird's  lays, 
"  And  faw  her  bounding  with  the  .playful  fawn. 
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**  My  moralizing  temper  fondly  drew 
"  Inftru£live  leflbns  from  the  infeft  race, 

"  Till  what  was  fancy,  into  reafon  grew, 
**  And  choice  diredled  me  to  feek  this  place. 

**  Romantic  thoughts  my  wandering  feet  impel 
**  To  find  the  entrance  of  a  fecret  cave  ; 

**  To  be  the  habitant  of  fome  lone  cell, 

"  Where  beechen  trees  their  leafy  honours  wave. 

**  Mature  reflexion  bids  me  live  alone 

**  In  fcenes  remote  from  anarchy  and  ftrife  ; 

*'  To  pafs  my  days  unknowing  as  unknown, 
"  And  tafte  the  comforts  of  a  Hermit's  life." 


Vot,  II.  R 
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ANSELMO's    REFLECTIONS. 


MORNIN6. 

The  morning  dawns  !  o'er  yonder  diftant  hill 

I  fee  a  fafFron  ftream  of  dawning  light  I 

It  rifes  on  my  eye,  diffufe  and  clear. 

Fringing  the  clouds  —  Divine  Aurora,  hail! 

At  thy  approach,  among  the  ruftling  leaves 

A  motley  tribe  of  birds  begin  to  move. 

Stretch  their  light  wings,  and  celebrate  the  morn. 

The  lowing  herds  among  the  paftures  rove, 

And  crop  the  devv^  herbage :  in  the  air 

Innumerable  infefts  fport,  or  hang 

On  the  green  leaves  that  canopy  my  cell.  — 

I  fee  a  gleam  of  rofy  light  beneath 

The  fleecy  clouds  ;  —  I  mark  the  humming  bee 

In  fearch  of  treafure,  and  delighted  hear 

The  fprightly  lark  her  matin  lay  begin. 

The  rofe  unfolds  her  leaves,  the  violets  raife 

Their  tender  heads,  and  all  creation  feels 

The  influence  of  the  morn  ;  —  while  gratitude 

Turns  to  the  Lord  and  Maker  of  the  fcene. 

In  humble  adoration.  —  Lo !  the  fun. 

The  glorious  fun !  peeps  o'er  yon  mifty  hill, 

Difpels  the  dews,  and  in  his  radiant  car 

Gives  light  and  warmth  to  a  rejoicing  \vorld.- — 
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EVENING. 

How  fweet  at  eve  to  tafte  balfamic  air !  — 

At  the  calm  hour  when  nature  feems  to  paufe 

And  give  a  refpite  to  the  bufy  world. 

The  Queen  of  Night  from  her  majeftic  throne 

Shines  thro'  the  checquer'd  Ihade  ;  and  o'er  yon  fpire 

Bright  Hefperus  appears.     The  dufky  hour 

Invites  the  bat  to  fpread  his  leathern  fails. 

And  the  gray  owl,  in  fober  folemn  mood 

To  wave  his  heavy  wing  acrofs  the  grove. 

The  briar  rofe  diftils  ambrofial  fweets. 

And  underneath  the  bufh  whereon  it  blows, 

I  fee  the  glow  worm  (hine  — 

Hark  !  how  the  village  clock  divides  the  air 

With  clear  monaftic  tone,  and  drowns  the  found 

Of  diftant  fheep  bells  :  —  fweet  and  folemn  Eve ! 

I  love  thy  dulky  robe,  thy  filent  grace. 

The  placid  dignity  that  marks  thy  reign. 

Thy  lengthen'd  fhadows,  and  thy  fragrant  dews. 


R  * 
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The  Apology  ijf  MARIAN,  a  Figure  removed  from  a 
Houfe  into  a  Hermitage, 


Lest  thofe  who  chance  to  wander  here 
May  deem  this  place  for  me  unfit, 

I  wifh  to  make  my  condu6l  clear. 
And  fhun  the  malice  of  the  wit. 

Perhaps  it  may  excite  your  mirth. 
To  think  I  on  a  Hermit  wait. 

Prepare  his  board,  and  fweep  his  hearth. 
And  cheer  him  oft  with  fimple  prate. 

Yet  fpare  the  joke !  my  peaceful  hours 
No  anchorite  is  here  to  fhare  — 

The  worm  his  mouldering  form  devours. 
His  fpirit  breathes  a  purer  air. 

In  early  days,  I  lived  among 

The  great,  the  mirthful,  and  the  gay. 
Yet  anfwer'd  not  the  flatterer's  tongue. 

Nor  with  the  riotous  wou'd  ftray. 

My  care  was  never  to  offend, 

By  word  or  deed,  my  noble  hoft  ; 

Bleft  if  I  faw  him  condefcend 
Kindly  to  mark  me  in  my  port. 
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Then  pleafure  rul'd  without  controul ; 

Her  fons  the  Syren's  voice  obey'd  ; 
With  rofes  crown'd  the  flowing  bowl. 

And  fongs  were  echo'd  thro'  the  Ihade. 

But  when  my  patron  left  his  feat, 
A  life  reclufe  I  chofe  to  lead  ; 

I  therefore  fought  this  calm  retreat. 
And  occupy'd  the  vacant  Ihed. 

jLeifure  and  eafe  I  here  enjoy, 

(My  thoughts  ferene,  my  wiflies  few,) 
I  innocently  time  enjoy, 

Nor  know,  nor  care,  what  others  do. 
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The    field    MOUSE. 

N,  B.     The  Mouse  was  found  dead  in  the  Htrmitage, 
and  is  buried  near  the  Door. 


A.  Moufe,  the  tenant  of  the  field, 
Left  the  green  pafture  where  he  fed. 

Within  this  cell  his  form  conceal'd, 
And  died  beneath  the  Hermit's  fhed. 

Say  raufe !  what  urged  him  to  forfake 
The  fcenes  where  his  companions  ftay'd  ? 

The  bands  of'  intercourfe  to  break, 
And  hide  his  inofFenfive  head. 

Perhaps  his  friend  was  infincere ! 

The  moufe  he  lov'd,  inconftant  grew ! 
The  cruel  change  he  could  not  bear. 

And  therefore  from  their  haunts  withdrew 

Or  death  had  robb'd  him  of  the  mate 
With  whom  his  days  were  wont  to  pafs. 

With  whom  beyond  that  ruftic  gate, 
He  brufh'd  the  dewdrops  from  the  grafs. 
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No  more  for  him  the  heath  will  bloom. 
The  bluebell  or  the  primrofe  grow — 

The  fates  have  fign'd  his  early  doom, 
His  heart  is  cold,  and  peaceful  now. 

May  the  green  fern  wave  o'er  the  ground. 
Where  fleeps  the  hero  of  my  fong ! 

And  robin  redbreafts  there  he  found. 
To  warble  fwect,  and  tarry  long ! 
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On    a    butterfly. 


Gay  being!  (born  to  flutter  thro'  the  day,} 
Sport  in  the  funfhine  of  the  prefent  hour  ; 

On  the  fweet  rofe  thy  painted  wings  difplay, 
And  cull  the  fragrance  of  the  opening  flower, 

^Tirne  haflens  on  —  the  futnmer  ends  too  foon-— 

Take  then  the  "  rofy  minutes"  as  they  fly! 
For  foon,  alas !  your  little  life  is  gone  — 
To-day  you  fparkle  —  and  to-morrow  die. 
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Verjei  on  the  Nocturnal  Remembrakcer,  an  Iti" 
vention  and  Gift  of  the  late  Mifs  Boone. 


A  Friend  lamented,  and  for  ever  dear. 

Bellow 'd  this  token  of  regard  fincere  ; 

A  life  of  chearful  piety  fhe  led, 

Confol'd  the  wretched,  and  the  hungry  fed : 

Her's  was  the  power  to  pleafe,  the  wifli  to  blefs, 

Her's  manly  courage,  feminine  addrefs. 

Genius  in  fcientific  works  to  ihine, 

Religion  pure,  and  Charity  divine  ; 

Each  chriitian  virtue  that  befits  the  fage. 

Each  moral  thought  that  fhou'd  reform  the  age  ; 

Wit  without  fpleen,  good-breeding  without  art, 

A  brilliant  fancy,  and  a  fpotlefs  heart. 
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The    fire    BALL. 


All  glory  be  to  God  on  High  ! 
Who  bids  the  winged  lightning  fly. 
And  round  the  vaft  horizon  play. 
With  luftre  ftrooger  than  the  day. 

His  mighty  hand  dire£ls  the  ftorm. 
Or  makes  the  raging  winds  to  ceafc, 

Preferves  the  feeble  head  from  harm. 
And  fets  the  beating  heart  at  peace. 

Terrific  to  the  human  eye. 
Of  late  appear'd  a  fiery  ball. 

Whirling  along  the  turbid  Iky, 
Portending  mifchief  in  its  fall. 

But  praifed  be  Jehovah*s  name  I 
Harmlefs  acrofs  our  roof  it  flew. 

And  wrapping  yonder  tree  in  flame. 
Bade  us  rejoice,  and  tremble  too. 


This  Event  happened  oa  the  14th  oi  j^uguji,  1791, 
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The    owl. 


vV  HEN  evening  on  the  woodland  fheds  her  dews, 
When  glittering  glow-worms  fparkle  on  the  brake. 
The  peering  owl  her  nightly  courfe  purfues, 
What  time  the  moonbeam  fliines  upon  the  lake. 

When  plaintive  Philomel  mellifluous  fmgs. 
The  Sage  Nyctimene  flies  flowly  by, 

Moves  thro'  the  grove  ftpon  majeftic  wings, 
Whilfl:  flitting  bats  avoid  her  hofltile  eye ; 

But  when  Aurora  ftreaks  the  flcy  with  light. 

The  cautious  traveller  homeward  bends  her  way. 

As  if  the  havoc  fhe  had  made  by  night 

Taught  her  to  ihun  the  fearching  eye  of  day. 

Here  (he  refides  —  this  calm  fequefter'd  cell 
The  folemn  bird  has  chofen  for  her  feat ; 
t^      Long  may  the  vifitant  in  fafety  dwell. 

And  undifturb'd,  enjoy  this  calm  retreat. 
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For   a    straw   SEAT. 


Sweet  Peace !  if  thou  with  humble  minds  will  dwell. 

Extend  thy  comforts  to  this  quiet  cell ; 

Bring  harmony  of  temper,  placid  thought. 

Uninterrupted  eafe,  with  leifure  fraught. 

Content,  whofe  feat  is  in  the  human  breaft. 

And  contemplation,  reafon's  fav'rite  guefl: : 

So  fhall  the  grove  a  chearful  afpeS  wear. 

Thro'  ev'ry  change  of  the  revolving  year ! 

So  (hall  our  hearts  with  grateful  tranfports  glow ! 

And  peace  the  fenfc  of  happinefs  beftow. 


[    ^53    ] 


To  THE   WOOD   PIGEONS. 


Here,  gentle  vifitants !  your  pinions  reft, 
Thefe  boughs  folicit  you  to  form  your  neft ; 
No  foe  fhall  dare  your  quiet  to  invade. 
No  hand  profane  (hall  violate  the  (hade. 
Dear  to  the  Mufe,  protected  by  her  care. 
No  gun  fhall  fever  thofe  whom  fate  wou'd  fpare  ; 
Here  may  ye  reft,  and  in  this  peaceful  grove 
In  fafety  live  —  and  unmolefted  love. 
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On    a   tree. 


X  O  Charlotte's  name  I  dedicate  this  tree, 
Shap'd  like  her  form,  with  perfe£l  fyrametry  ; 
The  even  texture  of  its  polifh'd  rind, 
Firm  as  the  virtuous  tenor  of  her  mind. 

Thefe  graceful  boughs,  in  elegance  array'd, 
Vie  with  the  beauty  of  the  lovely  maid, 
And  tho'  furrounded  by  a  thoufand  trees, 
Are  thus  diftinguifti'd,  and  ordain'd  to  pleafe. 

Hither,  ye  fairies !  nymphs  I  and  fauns !  repair ! 
And  let  this  tree  be  your  peculiar  care  ; 
Invoke  the  fouthern  breeze,  with  balmy  wing 
To  fan  the  ybung  and  tender  leaves  in  fpring, 
Chace  ev'ry  infe£l  that  prefuraes  to  ftray, 
And  make  one  fibre  its  unlawful  prey ; 
Nor  let  a  hand  profane  the  branches  rend. 
Or  ilrive  by  art,  dame  Nature's  work  to  mend : 

But  if  a  Pilgrim  fhou'd,  with  fervent  zeal 

And  harmlefs  thoughts,  beneath  the  branches  kneel ; 

To  HIM  theMufe  this  privilege  allows  — 

Here  to  adore,  and  to  pronounce  his  vows.    - 
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The  following  Lines  are  placed  upon  the  Ruin  vf  an  old 
Building,  of  which  only  part  of  a  Wally  mantled  with 
Ivy,  remains ;  and  adjoining  thereto  is  a  fubterranean 
Cave,  the  entrance  to  which  was  decorated  by  the  late 
Charles  Duke  ^Norfolk. 


This  votive  Tablet 

Is  infcribed  to  the  Memory  of  the  Hon« 

Charles  Howard*, 

{Fourth  Son  of  Henry  Frederick,  Earl  of  Anmdel.) 

He  built  an  Oratory  and  Laboratory  on  this  Spot, 

And  died  at  The  Deepdene  in  17 14. 


If  worth,  if  learning,  fhould  with  fame  be  crown'd, 

If  to  fuperior  talents  praife  is  due, 
Let  Howard's  virtues  confecrate  the  ground 

Where  once  the  faireft  flowers  of  fcience  grew. 

Within  this  calm  retreat  th'  illuftrious  Sage 

Was  wont  his  grateful  orifons  to  pay  ; 
Here,  he  perus'd  the  legendary  page, 

Here,  gave  to  chemiftry  the  fleeting  day : 

•  For  an  account  of  the  Hon.  Charles  Howard  vide  Aubrey's 
Surry,  and  Charles  Duke  of  Norfolk's  Anecdotes  of  the  Howard 
Family. 
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Cold  to  ambition,  far  from  courts  remov'd, 
(Tho'  qualify'd  to  fill  the  ftatefman's  part. 

He  ftudied  nature  in  the  paths  he  lov'd, 
Peace  in  his  thoughts,  —  and  virtue  in  his  heart. 

Soft  may  the  breeze  figh  thro'  the  ivy  boughs 
That  fhade  this  humble  record  of  his  vv^orth  ! 

Here,  may  the  robin  undifturb'd  repofe ! 
And  fragrant  flov/ers  adorn  the  hallow 'd  earth. 
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ELIZA. 

1791. 


And  will  Eliza  then  return  ? 

Shall  I  once  more  behold  her  here, 
And  from  her  eyes,  delighted  learn    , 

Her  generous  heart  is  ftill  fincere  ? 

Shall  we  retrace  thofe  happy  days 
When  firft  we  knew  each  other's  mind. 

When  firft  I  fpake  Eliza's  praife, 

When  firft  I  found  her  good,  and  kind  ? 

Ah!  friend,  fo  lov'd  —  fo  long  deplor'd. 
Welcome  again  to  Britain's  fhore  ! 

May  health,  may  peace,  their  fweets  afford ; 
May  cv'ry  blelling  crowd  thy  door. 

And  when  thy  many  friends  have  fliar'd 
The  language  of  thy  tuneful  tongue, 

Let  a  few  hours  to  me  be  fpar'd. 
At  diftance  from  the  bufy  throng.. 

If  you  can  love  our  beechen  trees, 
Sequefter'd  cells,  romantic  views, 

I  court  you  to  fuch  fcenes  as  thefe. 
Dear  to  your  friend,  and  to  the  mufe. 

While  the  gay  birds  their  carols  fing. 
And  to  the  fun  their  plumes  difplay. 

We  will  enjoy  the  fweets  of  fpring 
As  grateful,  and  as  bleft  as  they. 

Vol.  II.  S 
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ANTICIPATION. 

February  2^th,  1792. 


Soft  thro'  the  iVy  blows  the  fouthern  gale  ; 

Mild  eve  fucceeds  the  fervid  glover  of  day ; 
The  tuneful  nightingale  begins  her  tale, 

And  on  the  lucid  lake  the  moonbeams  play. 

This  is  the  hour  ferene,  wherein  the  mind 
A  train  of  philofophic  thoughts  enjoys. 

Delights  in  folitude  that  peace  to  find, 

Which  commerce  with  a  bufy  world  deftroys. 

At  this  calm  hour,  for  contemplation  meet. 
Fancy  revolves  the  fcenes  that  ne'er  return. 

Joins  the  young  troop,  who  dance  with  agile  ffeet, 
Or  lingers  penfive  at  the  lover's  urn. 

*Tis  true  that  memory  can  thofe  days  reftore. 

When  gay  and  thoughtlefs  in  the  woods  we  ftray'd. 

Eager  to  pluck  the  aromatic  flower. 

Or  chace  the  glittering  infe6t  thro'  the  glade  ; 

Yet  will  fome  tender,  melancholy  thought. 
Dart  thro'  the  fcene,  and  overcloud  the  Iky, 

Arreft  the  fpirits,  till,  with  forrow  fraught. 
Nature's  big  tear  is  trembling  in  the  eye. 

Some  friend  belov'd !  — long  loft  !  — -but  ne'er  forgot  \ 
Claims  recoUedion  from  the  marble  tomb  ; 

Reminds  us  of  mortality's  fad  lot. 
And  bids  us  mourn  at  their  untimely  doom  : 
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Or  the  remembrance  of  fome  faithlefs  friend, 
Some  perjur'd  lover,  anguifh  may  impart ; 

And  from  part  time  misfortune's  arrow  rend. 
To  probe  the  wound  ftill  lurking  in  the  heart. 

Nor  are  the  years  of  mirth  and  childifli  joys 
To  be  recall'd,  without  one  tender  figh, 

A  pang  of  fond  regret  the  mind  annoys. 

To  think  how  foon  the  hours  of  pleafure  fly. 

No  more  the  days  of  fportive  youth  return  ; 

Comparifon  her  faithful  mirror  fhews  ; 
And  memory  rather  cUngs  to  friendfhip's  urn. 

That  pays  attention  to  the  fleeting  rofe. 

Tho'  trivial  pleafures  cou'd  our  thoughts  engage 
When  youth's  gay  feafon  brighten'd  ev'ry  hour, 

Yet  Reafon,  mellow 'd  by  increafing  age, 
May  tire  of  fcenes,  that  cou'd  amufe  before. 

Matur'd  by  time,  difpos'd  for  ferious  thought. 
And  tho'  deem'd  happy,  not  exempt  trom  care. 

Experience  has  this  ufeful  leflbn  taught. 
To  think  what  we  should  be,  not  what  we  were. 

Thofe  who  can  baflc  in  the  meridian  fun, 
And  tafte  whatever  Nature  can  beftow, 

Altho'  adverfity  they  ne'er  have  known. 
May  envy  him  who  whiftles  at  the  plough. 

The  gayeft  colours,  and  the  fofteft  tones. 

By  repetition  may  jnfipid  prove. 
Till  the  dull  vacant  mind  a  languor  owns. 

Grows  tir'd  of  luxury,  and  cold  to  love. 


S  a 
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No  hopes,  no  fears,  no  energies  of  minci. 
Are  felt  by  thofe  who  ev'ry  joy  poflefs  ; 

Their  brows  may  ache  that  rofy  garlands  bind. 
And  pleafure  ficken  from  its  own  excefs. 

But  jocund  Hope  illumines  ev'ry  fpray. 
Sheds  a  gay  luftre  o'er  the  hermit's  cell. 

Supports  the  pilgrim  on  his  deftin'd  way, 
And  to  the  lover  tales  of  joy  can  tell. 

'Tis  this  that  bids  the  warblers  of  the  wood 
Hail  the  new  year,  and  watch  the  growing  leaf, 

Bleft  with  the  profped  of  increafmg  food, 
Nor  form'd  to  recolleft  part:  fcenes  of  grief. 

Aflc  the  poor  failor,  (when  in  foreign  climes,) 
Does  not  remembrance  pain  his  honeft  mind  I 

Can  he  refle£l  on  home,  and  former  times, 
Wimout  regret  for  thofe  he  left  behind  ? 

But  when  the  veflel  homeward  turns  the  prow. 
When,  like  a  fpeck,  he  Albion's  coaft  perceives. 

His  fpirits  rufhing  to  his  heart,  beftow  ' 

Thofe  keen  delights  anticipation  gives. 

Enough !  my  Mufe  th'  imperfe6l  talk  refigns 

To  others,  better  qualify 'd  to  write. 
And  feels  abafli'd,  at  having  vy'd  with  lines 

Where  claflic  elegance  and  fenfe  unite  * . 

•  Alluding  to  a  very  fcnfiblc  and  elegant  treatife,  which  was  the 
pccafion  of  this  poem. 
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EMMA. 

November,  1792. 


Soft  may  the  breezes  blow  on  Lifbon's  fhore ! 

Each  gale  falubrious  qualities  impart ! 
My  lovely  Emma  to  her  health  reftore ! 

And  give  relief  to  friendfhip's  wounded  heart. 

Dear  maid !  my  memory  will  oft  retrace 

Thy  manners,  fafhion'd  to  engage  and  charm. 

Paint  the  foft  beauty  of  thy  angel  face. 

Thy  winning  fmile,  and  elegance  of  form ; 

But  moft  thy  tendernefs,  thy  wit  refin'd. 

Thy  fweet  good-humour,  and  fuperior  fenfe. 
The  mild  afFedlion  of  my  Emma's  mind, 
,    And  mirth,  infpir'd  by  native  innocence. 

Now  pale  and  wan,  in  fearch  of  health  fhe  flys. 
From  her  lamenting  friends,  to  Lifbon's  fhore, 

Trys  fofter  breezes,  and  ferener  fkies, 

Whilfl  we  her  abfence  and  her  flate  deplore. 

Nature's  impulfive  tear  will  force  its  way  — 
And  yet  'tis  weaknefs  furely,  to  defpair ; 

Let  us  encourage  hope's  confoling  ray ! 
And  join  our  wifhcs  to  Maria's  prayer. 
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The  knight  of  the  SILVER  SHIELD. 


1  URNE,  gentle  ftraunger !  turne  awhyle ! 

And  lift  unto  my  plainte, 
I  lofte  my  harte  to  a  damzell  fayre, 
Whome  I  fancy'd  was  a  faynte. 

I  thoughte  her  mynde  was  lyke  her  face, 

In  perfeft  beautie  dreft ; 
I  thoughte  her  harte  was  framed  fincere. 

And  fpotleffe  as  her  brefte. 

Her  eie  was  lyke  the  morninge  ftarr. 

And  lyke  therofe  her  cheeke, 
Her  fmyle  was  gaye  as  fummer  fkieSj, 

Her  manner  chafte  and  meeke. 

Oft  by  the  margent  of  the  brook 
That  neare  her  dwellinge  flow'd, 

I  ufed  to  meete  the  peerlefs  mayde. 
For  whome  my  bufome  glow'd. 

When  with  a  coronal  of  flowers 

I  deck'd  her  heben  haire, 
Proud  as  the  pavone  *  of  its  plumes, 

Wou'd  Braffolis  appeere. 

•  Peacock. 


But  dire  commotions  fhooke  the  lande, 
And  marr'd  the  hopes  of  love ; 

A  foldier  bred,  I  led  my  bandc 
The  toils  of  warr  to  prove, 

"  Retire,  my  Braflblis!"  I  cry'd, 
"  Avoyde  the  warfull  playne, 

**  And  in  a  convent  fafe  abide, 
**  Till  peace  {hall  frayle  agayne." 

The  artfull  fayre  appeer'd  to  grieve, 

And  flowlie  to  departe ; 
Her  perfaunt  eie  I  dar*d  beleevc 

The  herald  of  her  harte. 

The  red-crofs  banner  foone  prevayl'd, 
The  crefcent  proudlle  (hone, 

Viftorious  fhouts  our  ears  regal 'd. 
And  valourous  deeds  were  done. 

The  battle  o'er,  I  chanc'd  to  fee 

A  palmer  on  the  fielde, 
Whofe  whole  attention  feem'd  to  be 

Fix'd  on  my  fdver  fhielde. 

He  wore  a  gaberdine  *  of  gray. 
With  cockle  (hells  enlay'd. 

Red  fandals  were  upon  his  feet, 
A  bonnet  on  his  head. 

I  parley'd  whh  this  palmer  gray. 

And  a  letter  to  hym  gave, 
I  pray'd  hym  feeke  my  bonny  bride, 

And  meete  me  at  the  cave. 

*  A  coarfe  kind  of  frock« 
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And  thus  I  wrote,  "  Our  conquering  bande 

**  Are  with  frefh  laurels  crown 'd, 
"  And  in  the  archives  of  the  lande 

**  Their  deeds  will  be  renown'd. 

"  But  tho'  a  foldier's  cares  detalne 

**  Thy  faithful  lover  here, 
"  The  hours  are  yeeres  till  I  agayne 

"  See  Braffolis  appeere. 

"  No  figns  of  warr  will  paine  thy  fighte, 

**  The  fword  is  caft  afyde, 
*'  And  vidlory,  in  laurels  dight, 

**  Woos  my  betrothed  bryde. 

**  Farewell  to  baflbnet  *  and  fpeare, 
*'  To  hauberk  t,  launce,  and  glaive  J : 

**  The  olive  tree  is  planted  here, 
**  And  waves  o'er  yonder  cave. 

**  Come  then,  my  love !  and  join  me  here ; 

**  A  palfrey  I  provyde, 
**  A  pilgrim  will  this  meflage  beare, 

*♦  Who  fwears  to  be  thy  guide." 

I  fent  this  letter  to  the  mayde, 

And  told  the  pilgrim  gray 
His  fervice  largely  Ihou'd  ht  paid, 

Then  bade  hym  hafte  away. 

♦  An  Iron  Cap  -svorn  under  the  Helmet.     Vide  Johnfon; 

+  A  Breaft  Plate.     (Vide  Johnron.)     A  texture  of  Steel  Ringlets 
interwoven,  forming  a  Coat  of  Mail,  Vide  Mafon's  Notes  on  Grayi 

}  Swordi 
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The  palmer  thefe  credentials  tooke, 

My  benifon  *  I  gave  — 
I  trufted  to  hys  honeft  looke. 

And  to  hys  habit  grave. 

But  the  falfe  mayde  for  whome  I  figh'd 

Was  fafhion'd  to  betraye, 
She,  tho'  affianced  for  my  bryde, 

Fled  with  the  palmer  gray. 

Ungrateful  Braflblis !  I  mourne 

My  own  credulity. 
And  in  my  bufome  bear  a  woundc 

That  knows  no  remedie. 

Enfample  fad  to  all  mankinde 
My  riven  t  harte  may  prove, 

And  teache  them  to  efcape  the  pangs 
Of  ill-requited  love. 

♦  Bkffing.        +  Broken. 
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The  tragical  End  of  the  FAIRE  BRASSOLIS. 
Dedicated  to  the  inimitable  Author  of  the  Cafile  of  Otranta. 


Syr  Amadour  call'd  his  lyttel  foot  page, 

And  unto  him  did  faye, 
**  I  will  go  in  quefte  of  falfe  Brafifolis, 

"  And  the  pilgrim  yclad  in  graye." 

*'  Ah !  do  not  foe,  Syr  Amadour ! 

"  Ah !  do  not  foe  I  pray  I 
<*  The  ladie  is  not  worth  thy  though te, 

**  Nor  eke  the  pilgrim  gray." 

^*  But  all  in  vaine  the  lyttel  foot  page 

"  Befpoke  the  doughty  Knight, 
**  Who  thus  with  looks  denouncing  rage, 

**  Avow'd  his  wifh  to  fight. 

♦*  Now  by  my  filver  (hield  I  fwear  ! 

"  And  by  thys  trufty  blade  ! 
'*  I  foon  will  make  that  ladie  quayle, 

**  Who  hathe  my  hopes  bewrayed. 

♦*  Come  faddle  me  flraight  my  coal-black  fteedc, 
""  And  my  fcarlette  mantle  bringe, 

^*  I  will  not  refte  nor  night  nor  dayc, 
**  Till  I  her  falfe  harte  wringe." 
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The  coal-black  fteede  was  foone  ybrought, 

Caparifon'd  for  the  Knighte, 
Who  under  his  fcarlette  mantle  wore 

A  fword  oft  ftain'd  in  fighte. 

Now  withe  a  fierce  and  haughty  mien, 

Syr  Ahiadour  did  ride, 
With  his  lyttel  page  array'd  in  greene. 

And  a  greyhound  by  his  fyde. 

Full  many  a  wearie  mile  they  rode. 

Till  a  convent  bell  was  heard. 
And  'midft  a  clofe  embowring  fhade, 

Monaftic  walls  appeer'd. 

Then  faid  the  Knighte,  "  My  Gilderoy ! 

*'  Knock  at  yon  Gothic  gate, 
^*  And  alk  the  road  a  ladie  tooke, 

**  Who  fojourn'd  there  of  late." 

The  lyttel  page  lyke  an  arrowe  flewe. 

And  foone  retourn'd  agayne  — 
"  Syr  Knighte !  the  ladie  tooke  the  roade, 

**  That  poynts  unto  the  maine." 

^*  Ah !"  quoth  the  Knighte,  "  then  by  my  troth 

**  No  time  have  I  to  fpare ; 
**  The  traitrefs  withe  her  paramour 

**  May  gayne  a  veflel  there." 

He  fpur'd  his  fteede  along  the  plaync. 

And  turn'd  towards  the  fea, 
(No  counfel  cou'd  his  wroth  reftrayne 

For  he  aveng'd  mufte  be.) 
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And  long  he  travell'd  in  this  wife, 

Till,  wending  down  a  hill. 
He  fawe  two  people  in  difcourfc 

With  a  miller  neere  his  mill. 

The  woman  wore  a  purfell'd*  veil. 

And  had  a  noble  ayre, 
And  fondlie  lent  upon  the  arme 

Of  a  comlye  cavalier. 

The  greyhound  knewe  thys  ladie  fayre, 

Tho'  in  a  veil  array'd. 
He  ran  to  fawn  around  her  feet. 

And  Braflblis  betray 'd. 

«  Flie,  Aladin !"  the  ladie  cry'd, 

**  Thy  rival  is  in  view, 
**  I  know  hym  by  hys  lyttel  page, 

**  And  by  his  greyhound  too." 

Meantime  the  fiery  Amadour 

Flewe  to  the  cavalier. 
He  gazed  upon  his  comely  face  — ' 

And  found  the  pilgrim  there. 

"  Defend  thyfelf,  thou  caitiff  vile!" 
Then  cry'd  the  angry  Knighte, 

'*  Sithe  thou  haft  dared  to  breake  thy  trufte, 
"  Thou  eke  mufte  dare  to  fighte. 

**  Falfe  Braffolis !  'tis  not  for  thee, 
*'  Thou  art  not  worth  my  care, 

"  But  for  my  injur'd  honor's  fake, 
"  That  I  arrcft  thee  here." 

*  £mbroidere«l. 
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■**  Proude  Knighte!"  young  Aladin  rejoin'd, 

"  I  know  aggreeved  thou  art, 
'*  But  think  not  to  demand  the  fayre 

*'  When  I  pofTefs  her  harte. 

**  Long  did  I  love  the  beauteous  dame, 

**  But  ne'er  to  win  her  try'd, 
**  Becaufe  I  knewe  her  haughtie  fire 

"  Had  pledged  her  for  thy  bryde. 

"  But  when  the  red-crofs  banner  waved, 
**  Then  hope  beguiled  my  harte  ; 

**  With  joy  I  fawe  fayre  BrafTolis 
**  From  Amadour  departe. 

*'  And  when  the  din  of  arms  was  o'er, 
**  Difguis'd  I  foughte  the  playne.  — 

**  Forgive  me,  Knighte !  I  thought  perchance 
*''  My  rival  mighte  be  flaine. 

*'  There  fate  impell'd  thee  to  addrefs 

"  Temptation  to  my  eare, 
**  Deputing  me  ambaffadour 

"  To  fetch  that  peerleffe  fayre. 

"  Love  triumph 'd  o'er  integrity  ; 

*'  To  gayne  her  harte  I  ftrove  — 
*'  I  owne  the  fraud,  —  the  fault  I  mourne, 

*'  But  cannot  yielde  my  love. 

"  Nor  think  a  bafe  plebeian  youth 
"  Her  harte  from  thee  hathe  won, 

"  Beholde  in  me  thy  perigal  *  — 
"  For  I'm  Syr  Bertram's  fon. 

*  Equal. 
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**  Me  file  has  chofen  for  her  lord, 
"  And  champion  of  her  fame  — 

**  No  we  let  us  try  by  dint  of  arms 
*'  Who  beft  deferves  the  dame." 

(Ah  brave,  but  guihie  youth  !  the  hour 
Of  vengeance  now  is  come  — 

Thy  lyfe  mufl  expiate  thy  crime. 
For  juftice  figns  the  doome. 

Syr  Bertram's  caftle,  where  difport  * 
And  cherifaunce  t  was  knowne. 

No  more  with  founds  of  revelric 
Will  welcome  thy  returne. 

High  in  the  hall  v^ll  hang  thy  bow. 

The  bugle  horn  and  fpeare. 
To.  claim  the  obfequious  minftrel's  fong. 

And  beauty's  pitying  teare. 

Ne'er  fiialt  thou  crofs  the  dyke  againe. 
Ne'er  thy  fond  parent  meet : — 

The  raven  perch'd  upon  the  tower 
Prefages  thy  defeat.} 

The  page  he  held  his  mailer's  horfe. 

And  flood  to  fee  the  fighte  ; 
And  Aladin  with  fearlefs  ayre. 

Sprang  forward  to  the  Knighte. 

The  conteft  long  and  bloodie  prov'd, 
The  ladie  wept  and  quayl'd  X I 

Young  Aladin  was  floute  of  harte. 
But  Amadour  prevayl'd. 

*  Pleafurc.         +  Comfort.         X  Fear'd, 
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Hys  rival  fell  —  and  dying  cry'd, 

**  My  deftinie  is  jufte  ! 
**  A  retribution  muft  be  made 

"  By  thofe  who  breake  their  truft.' 

There  was  amonge  the  cliffs  a  path 

That  led  unto  the  fea, 
This  path  the  wretched  ladie  tooke. 

From  Aniadour  to  flee. 

She  ran  along  the  winding  path 

Soone  as  her  lover  died. 
And  with  her  terror  frantic  grown, 

Plung'd  in  the  foaming  tyde. 

Thus  ended  the  fad  tragedie 

Of  Bralfolis  the  fayre  ; 
By  whofe  mifdeed  Syr  Bertram  lofte 

Hys  onlye  fon  and  heire. 
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PENDENNIS    CASTLE. 

AddreJs'dtQ  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Boscawen. 


May  an  unworthy  Mufe  prefume  to  lay 
This  humble  offering  at  Bofcawen's  feet  ? 

Whofe  gallant  Lord,  the  honour  of  his  day. 
Spread  defolation  thro'  the  Gallic  fleet. 

But  tho'  my  Mufe  of  naval  deeds  may  fing, 
And  ftrive  the  theme  heroic  to  purfue,  —• 

Where  is  the  lyre,  upon  whofe  magic  firing 
She  can  exprefs  her  fentiments  for  you  i 


PENDENNIS  Caftle  *  rings  with  woe  — 

And  lo  !  yon  hollow  bell. 
That  tolls  fo  folemn  and  fo  flow. 

Sounds  a  funereal  knell. 

*  Pendennis  Caftle  in  the  county  of  Cornwall  ftands  on  a  penin^ 
fula.  It  is  large,  and  well  fortify'd,  built  by  King  Henry  the 
Eighth,  for  the  defence  of  Falmouth  harbour,  Queen  Elizabeth 
added  confiderably  to  the  fortifications.  It  held  out  a  long  time  for 
King  Charles  the  Firft ;  but  after  a  ftrait  Siege  it  was  forced  to  fur- 
render  to  the  Parliament  forces.  (Pendennis  CaftI*  was  engraved 
by  Buck  in  1734O 
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Thro'  ev'ry  arch,  thro'  ev'ry  court 

The  difmal  news  is  fpread 
That  Chriftiana,  once  fo  fair. 

Is  number'd  with  the  dead  ! 

Lo  !  the  apartments,  once  fo  gay. 
Where  tafle  and  fplendour  fhone. 

With  fable  hangings  are  array'd. 
To  tell  what  death  has  done. 

Ufelefs  the  loom,  where  once  the  fair 

With  iv'ry  fingers  ftrove  ; 
Broken  the  lute,  whereon  fhe  play'd 

The  notes  infpir'd  by  love. 

Where  late  the  rebec  and  the  harp 
Were  heard,  deje^ion  reigns  ; 

The  minftrel's  voice  is  only  heard, 
When  fadly  fhe  complains. 

Within  Pendennis'  lofty  hall 
(Where  pomp  heraldic  fhone. 

Where  ancient  archives  proudly  told 
Of  battles  bravely  won,} 

The  aged  bard,  immers'd  in  woe. 

Bewails  Sir  Edric's  fate  — 
The  hound  he  lov'd,  in  mournful  wife, 

Sits  howling  at  the  gate. 

The  milk-white  fleed  he  us'd  to  ride 
Will  ne'er  his  mafler  view  — 

Cold  is  the  hand  from  which  he  fed ! 
And  mute  the  voice  he  knew ! 


Vol.  11. 
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Two  months  were  gone,  with  tardy  pace, 

Since  war  was  firfl:  declar'd, 
Since  brave  Sir  Edric's  gallant  crew 

To  guard  the  coaft  prepar'd. 

Edric,  a  captain  high  in  fame, 

By  ev'ry  tar  ador'd, 
Was  lov'd  by  all  his  friends  on  fhore, 

And  honour'd  when  on  board. 

(He  like  our  Britifh  Prince,  cou'd  blend 

True  dignity  with  eafe, 
Knew  how  to  awe,  and  how  to  fpare. 

And  more  than  all,  to  pleafe.) 

Fair  Chriftiana  wept  the  caufe 

That  call'd  her  Lord  away. 
And  doom'd  her  in  Pendennis'  walls 

A  mournful  wife  to  flay. 

Long  as  the  (hip  remain'd  in  fight 

She  on  the  turret  (laid. 
And  from  the  battlements  beheld 

The  crimfon  flag  difplay'd. 

In  vain  her  filler  Bertha  try 'd 

If  books  wou'd  ufeful  prove. 
Where  hidory  recorded  fcenes 

Of  glory,  fame,  and  love. 

While  on  the  page  (he  feem'd  to  gaze. 
Her  thoughts  were  diftant  far ; 

She  read  of  happinefs  and  peace. 
But  always  dreamt  of  war.  , 
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In  vain  her  lovely  infant  fmil'd. 
In  vain  the  fkies  were  clear  ; 
Tho'  no  ill  omens  pain'd  her  fight, 
She  cou'd  not  banifti  fear. 

Long  did  the  lovely  mourner  M^eep, 

And  lift  to  ev'ry  found  ; 
At  length  fhc  hears  the  diflant  war, 

And  cannonades  rebound. 

This  fome  engagement  dire  portends  ! 

Edric  no  doubt  is  there  ; 
Love  paints  the  horror  of  the  fcene, 

And  fcares  the  trembling  fair  : 

And  w^hen  a  folemn  paufe  enfues 

(As  if  the  ftrife  was  o'er,} 
Her  fancy  ftill,  by  fear  miflcd. 

Hears  the  prophetic  roar. 

Thus  to  her  fifter  then  {he  fpake : 
"  Oh  I  am  fick  at  heart !  ^ 

**  I  cannot  to  the  watch-tow 'r  go, 
*'  And  thou  muft  take  my  part. 

"  Look  thro'  this  glafs,  towards  the  eaft 
"  Perchance  a  boat  appears  — 

**  That  boat,  the  harbinger  of  fate, 
*'  Some  meflage  furely  bears." 

Yes,  Chriftiana !  Bertha  faid, 

A  diftant  fpeck  I  fee  — 
Again  I  look  -^  that  diftant  fpeck 

A  VESSEL  feems  to  be. 


Ta 
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**  Ah  gladfome  news  !"  the  lady  cry'd, 

**  Another  look  beftow, 
**  Say,  has  the  fhip  a  yellow  keel  ? 

**  A  mermaid  at  the  prow  ?" 

Take  courage,  fifter,  to  afcend  I 
Methinks  the  fhip  I  know  — 

Yes,  I  perceive  a  yellow  keel, 
A  mermaid  at  the  prow. 

"  Bertha,  I  come! — but  tell  me,  pray, 
**  What  flag  the  mainmaft  bears  ? 

**  A  flag  of  crimfon  crofs'd  with  white, 
**  On  Edric's  fliip  appears." 

Ah  !  come  not  hither,  fifter  dear ! 

No  welcome  fign  appears  ; 
The  veflel  has  no  penon  gay — 

A  fable  flag  it  wears. 

«  Alas  !"  fair  Chriftiana  cry'd 

**  The  fatal  fign  I  know  ; 
**  My  love  !  my  Edric !  is  no  more, 

"  He's  flaughter'd  by  the  foe."  — 

She  faid,  and  thro'  the  Caftle  gate 

Swift  to  the  fort  repair'd. 
And  there,  the  certainty  receiv'd. 

Of  that  event  Ihe  fear'd  ; 

For  foon  a  mournful  crew  arriv'd. 
Who  wept  their  honour'd  Lord  — 

Each  honeft  failor  look'd  the  news, 
Tho'  neither  fpake  the  word. 
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Alas !  the  excellent !  the  brave  ! 

The  good  Sir  Edric's  dead ! 
And  Chriltiana's  happincfs 

Is  with  her  hufband  fled. 

A  lucklefs  fhot  fome  demon  fent 

Who  envy'd  his  renown, 
It  pierc'd  that  noble,  gen'rous  breaft. 

Where  ev'ry  virtue  fhone. 

A  univerfal  groan-of  grief 

Was  heard  throughout  the  crew. 

And,  animated  with  revenge, 
On  board  each  failor  flew. 

Like  tygers  thirfting  for  their  prey. 
They  feiz'd  the  foreign  prize. 

Then  gazing  on  their  leader  loft. 
Tears  trembled  in  their  eyes. 

Within  the  boat  the  corpfe  they  plac'd 

Each  fighing  at  his  oar. 
And  flowly  to  Pendennis'  Fort 

Their  lov'd  commander  bore. 

(For  he  was,  like  Boscawen''^,  lov'd, 

Tho',  like  BoscAWEN,  fear 'd I 
By  tender  care,  by  a6ls  humane, 
.    To  all  the  fleet  endear 'd.) 

Sad  Chriftiana  filent  ftood 

Till  they  arriv'd  on  fhorc. 
When  reafon,  ftarting  from  its  bounds, 

Fled  —  to  return  no  more. 

See  Page  280. 


[    278    ] 

Then  fli6  with  frantic  gefture,  cry'd, 
**  To  arms !  my  gallant  crew ! 

**  I  hear  the  dreadful  cannon  roar !     ■ 
"  The  hoftile  fleet  I  view ! 

"  My  lovely  babe,  too  young  to  know, 

**  Too  blefl  his  lofs  to  feel, 
*'  Preferv'd  by  ignorance  from  fear, 

"  Sleeps  in  his  cradle  ftill. 

"  Awake,  my  child  !  the  cruel  foe 

"  Are  mafters  of  the  fea ; 
"  Now  thy  prote6lor  is  no  more, 

**  They  come  to  murder  thee. 

"  Confufion  hath  befet  our  fleet  — 
"  Britannia's  hopes  are  o'er ; 

"  Fate  feems  to  hang  on  ev'ry  maft 
"  And  death  on  ev'ry  oar. 

"  Ruin  is  near  —  Pendennis  !  foon 
**  Thy  battlements  will  fall ; 

"  Vainly  thy  cannon  will  be  charg'd, 
"  And  foldiers  guard  the  walls  : 

0 

"  A  future  day  will  fee  thee  yield 

"  To  an  unlawful  force, 
"  When  ROYALTY  *  in  vain  will  plead, 

"  And  treafon  have  its  courfe. 

"  But  I  (before  that  hour)  fhall  fleep 
*'  Within  my  Edric's  tomb  !  — 

"  Hark! — the  black  eagle  in  yon  tower 
*'  Forebodes  my  certain  doom. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Martyrdom  of  Kiug  Charles  I. 
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**  From  the  white  cliffs  the  fea-gulls  cry  ! 

**  The  angry  billows  foam ! 
**  Ah  Bertha !  fnatch  me  from  the  ftorm, 

"  And  lead  me  to  my  home." 

She  went  —  but  never  fpake  again, 

Nor  rais'd  her  languid  head. 
But  feem'd  to  mufe  on  Edric  loft. 

And  days  for  ever  fled. 

Like  a  faint  fnowdrop  which  the  froft 

Doom'd  premature  to  die. 
Misfortune  crufh'd  her  tender  frame. 

And  forrow  clos'd  her  eye. 


y 
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*  For  the  bcft  teftimony  of  Admiral  Bofcawcn's  merit,  the  following; 
copy  of  his  Epitaph  is  fubjoin'd. 

Here  lies  the  Right  Honourable 

EDWARD  BOSCAWEN, 

Admiral  of  the  Blue,  General  of  Marines, 

Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  and  one  of  his  Majefty's 

jnofl  Honourable  Privy  Council ; 

his  birth,   tho'  noble, 

his  titles,  tho'  illuftrious, 

■were  but  incidental  additions  to  his  greatnef*. 

Hiftory, 

in  more  expreflive  and  more  indelible  charafters, 

•will  inform  lateft  pofterity, 

With  what  ardent  zeal, 

with  what  fuccefsful  valour 

^  he  ferved  his  country, 

and  taught  his  enemies 

to  dread  her  naval  power. 

In  command 

he  was  equal  to  every  emergenty, 

fuperi'or  to  every  difficulty; 

in  his  high  department,  mafterly  and  upright ; 

his  example  formed,  while 

his  patronage  rewarded, 

Merit. 

With  the  higheft  exertion  of  military  greatnefs 

he  united  the  gentleft  offices  of  humanity  ; 

his  concern  for  the  intcreft,  and  unwearied 

attentions  to  the  health 

of  all  under  his  command, 

foften'd  the  neceffary  cxa£l:ions  of  duty, 

and  the  rigours  of  difcipline, 

by  the  care  of  a  guardian,  and  the  tendernefs  of  a  father. 

Thus  beloved  and  revered, 

aaaiablc  in  private  life  as  illuflrious  in  public, 

this  gallant  and  profitable  fervant  of  his  country, 
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when  he  was  beginning  to  reap  the  harveft 

of  his  toils  and  dangers, 

in  the  full  meridian  of  years  and  glory, 

after  having  been  providentially  preferved  thro' 

every  peril  incident  to  his  profellion, 

died  of  a  fever 

on  the  loth  of  January,  1761,  the  50th  of  his  age, 

at  Hatchland  Park,  in  Surry, 

a  feat  he  had  juft  finifli'd  at  the  cxpencc 

of  the  enemies  of  his  country; 

and  amidft  the  groans  and  tears 

of  his  beloved  Corniflimen,  was 

here  depofited. 

His  once  happy  wife  infcribes  this  marble, 

an  unequal  teftimony  of  his  worth 

and  of  her  affcflion.       ^ 
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EPISTLE    FROM 

CAMILLA  TO  THEODORE*. 


SCENE  the  Sea  Side  by  Moonlight. 
CAMiLLAjifting  on  a  Bank  with  her  Dog. 

VV  HILE  Nature  finks  to  filence  and  repofe, 
While  dreams  of  joy  the  tranquil  pillow  blefs, 

I  feize  this  moment  to  indulge  my  woes, 
And  mufe  on  injuries  beyond  redrefs. 

Oh,  Theodore  !  my  dear  devoted  love  ! 

By  too  much  Tendernefs,  to  Sin  betray'd, 
For  me,  condemn'd  a  banfh'd  man  to  rove. 

Far,  far  from  Albion  and  thy  friends  convey 'dj 

When  the  fad  news  was  whifper'd  to  my  ear. 
When  thy  extent  of  mifery  was  known, 

My  fenfes  (ftun'd  by  more  than  love  cou'd  bear,) 
Allow'd  no  tender  tear,  no  bitter  groan. 

Stupid  I  fat,  the  image  of  defpair  ! 

By  horror  petrify 'd,  devoid  of  thought  ; 
On  ev'ry  object  gaz'd  with  ftupid  ftare. 

Till  Nature  waken'd,  recolledion  brought. 

*  Vide  the  Convift,  Vol.  I.  Page    169. 
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Then  reafon,  burfting  on  my  tortur'd  mind. 
Held  the  difgraceful  truth  before  my  eyes. 

And  taught  Camilla's  heart  relief  to  find 
In  floods  of  tears,  and  never-ceafing  fighs. 

Till  that  fad  hour,  by  illnefs  long  fubdu'd. 
Within  my  father's  manfion  I  remain'd. 

Believing  (lories  fafhion'd  to  delude, 

Which  told  me  thou  wert  ftill  in  bonds  detain'd. 

But  when  I  knew  the  truth,  I  fled  away 

From  thofe  by  whom  thy  punifliment  was  wrought. 
And  tho'  confumption  mark'd  me  for  its  prey, 

Refus'd  afliflance,  by  thy  ruin  bought. 

E'er  fmce  that  day,  expos'd  to  ev'ry  ftorm, 
A  wild  and  helplefs  vagrant  have  I  ftray'd ! 

No  warm  apparel  to  enwrap  my  form. 
No  pillow  to  fupport  my  aching  head. 

If  I  by  chance  a  traveller  efpy, 

I  call  for  pity  —  but  implore  in  vain  ; 
My  meagre  form  alarms  his  doubtful  eye. 

He  dreads  a  ghofl:,  and  flys  along  the  plain. 

Oft  on  this  point  of  land,  (from  whence  I  view 
Th'  expanfive  bofom  of  the  changeful  deep,) 

I  fit  by  moonlight,  carelefs  of  the  dew. 
And  love  to  meditate  when  others  fleep  : 

Then  do  I  aflc  the  fiver  lamp  of  night. 
And  all  the  fl:ars  that  glitter  in  the  (ky. 

If  they  have  ever  fhed  their  heavenly  light 
On  one  fo  wretched  —  and  fo  loft:  as  1  ? 
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My  faithful  dog,  (companion  of  my  way !) 
Seems  to  partake  the  temper  of  my  mind  ; 

Tho'  ftarving,  at  my  feet  refolv'd  to  lay. 
And  howl  refponfive  to  the  ftormy  wind. 

If  on  the  fea  my  watchful  eye  perceives 
Some  little  fkiif,  that  glides  along  the  wave. 

Deluded  fancy  haftily  believes 
That  THOU  art  fent  to  fnatch  me  from  the  grave. 

Oh  how  I  fondly  ftrain  my  aching  eyes ! 

To  fee  which  way  the  diftant  veflel  fleers  ! 
Irrevocable  fate  my  wifh  denies  — 

Ne'er  Ihall  I  view  the  objed  of  my  prayers ! 

As  foon  might  I  expedt  the  treach'rous  fand 
(Where  to  exprefs  my  woes  I  oft  have  try'd,} 

Still  to  retain  the  efforts  of  my  hand, 
Tho'  dayly  walh'd  by  the  returning  tide. 

As  yefter  eve  (returning  from  the  fea] 

I  fought  the  dark  r^celfes  of  a  wood, 
Whofe  fhades  diffus'd  a  mild  folemnity, 

Tho'  autumn's  tints  were  o'er  the  foliage  ftrew'd, 

A  Gothic  building  chanc'd  to  meet  my  eye. 
With  hoary  mofs  and  ivy  mantled  o'er  ; 

The  mouldering  walls  reveal'd  antiquity. 

And  letters,  grown  imperfed,  mark'd  the  door. 

Not  diftant  far,  fome  ruin'd  arches  flood, 
(As  tho'  the  fate  of  cloifter'd  walls  to  tell ;) 

Whilft  thefe  with  reverential  awe  I  view'd, 
Bleak  blew  the  wind,  the  rain  in  torrents  fell : 


C    28s   3 

Pale  lightning  darted  thro'  the  troubled  air  ; 

Nature  aflum'd  her  moft  terrific  form  — 
My  foul  (till  then  infenfible  to  fear,) 

Bade  rae  take  refuge  from  th'  increafing  ftorm. 

I  fled  for  fhelter  to  the  antique  cell. 

The  yawning  door  on  rufty  hinges  creak'd ; 
Methought  I  heard  a  feebly  founding  bell ; 

Methought  the  owl  upon  the  houfe-top  fhrick'd : 

And  ever  and  anon  the  lightnings  glar'd 

Acrofs  the  dark  receifes  of  the  cave, 
Difclofing  charaders  which  time  had  fpar'd. 

To  deck  the  altar,  or  to  mark  the  grave. 

On  the  fouth  wall  was  rudely  carv'd  in  ftonc 

The  mufing  figure  of  an  Anchorite  ; 
A  mouldy  book  was  on  a  table  thrown ,; 

A  Ikull  (prophetic  omen  !}  met  my  fight. 

Then  fudden  tremors  feix'd  my  feeble  frame! 

Starting,  I  turn'd  away,  with  horror  chill'd  — 
But  foon  returning,  to  the  table  came. 

With  reverential  awe,  and  courage  fill'd. 

Thefe  words  were  written  in  the  book  —  "  Whoe'er 
**  Treads  on  the  earth  where  holy  monks  are  laid, 

"  Let  him  this  houfe  of  piety  revere, 
**  Let  him  this  falutary  leflbn  read  : 

'*'  Yes,  ftranger,  come  !  this  moral  lay  perufe  — 
**  (The  only  gift  an  hermit  can  bellow  ;j 

"  Turn  o'er  the  page  of  truth,  and  reading  mufe, 
**  And  mufing  meditate,  before  you  go. 
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'*  Ruddy  and  hale,  form'd  with  athletic  ftrength, 
**  Ambrofe  appear'd  for  long  exiftence  made  ; 

**  But  who  can  meafure  life's  uncertain  length  ? 
'*  This  morn  we  faw  him  in  his  coffin  laid. 

*'  Need  we  the  pomp  of  monumental  ftone 

"  To  blazon  forth  the  havoc  of  a  tomb, 
'**  When  here,  we  fee  what  cruel  death  has  done  ; 

**  When  here,  we  mourn  a  brother's  fudden  doom  ? 

\ 
**  Yon  empty  Ikull  the  ftate  of  man  will  fhew ! 

**  Yon  empty  fkull  can  preach  to  me  and  thee ! 
*'  Yon  empty  flcull  was  once  what  thou  art  now  ! 

*'  And  what  yon  empty  Ikull  is,  —  thou  flialt  be." 

**  Yes  !"  I  exclaim'd,  "  the  hour  of  death  is  near  — 
**  This  awful  leflbn  tells  me  I  muft  die  ! 

"  I  fee  the  time  approach,  devoid  of  fear  ; 
**  I  read  my  fentence  with  a  tearlcfs  eye. 

**  Bereft  of  every  hope,  a  wretch  forlorn, 

"  Ah  !  what  have  I  with  this  vain  world  to  do  ? 

**  My  fands  are  run,  my  frame  with  grief  is  worn,  — 
"  Fled  are  the  peaceful  days  which  once  I  knew." 

I  faid,  and  at  the  altar  bent  my  knee  :  — 
Diflant  I  heard  the  awful  thunder  roll  — 

Nature  refum'd  her  fweet  ferenity ; 
I  left  the  cell,  —  devotion  in  my  foul. 

And  now  the  fummons  feems  to  reach  my  ear ! 

A  fecret  monitor  my  fate  foretells  ; 
I  feel  the  hand  of  death  arreil  me  here. 

And  providence  Camilla's  paflport  feals  : 
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Hark  how  the  cormorants  and  fea-gulls  fcream  ! 

A  fudden  temped  agitates  the  fea  :  — 
The  moon,  retiring,  iheds  a  parting  beam, 

And  veils  her  light  —  to  fhine  no  more  for  me. 

I  faint,  I  die !  —  my  limbs  have  loft  the  power 
To  raife  my  body  from  the  dewy  ground  — 

Hope's  flattering  dreams,  life's  bufy  fcenes  are  o'er. 
Love's  tender  voice,  and  pity's  foothing  found. 

Farewell,  then,  life,  and  ah !  a  laft  farewell 
To  HIM,  for  whom  I  only  grieve  to  die  I 

For  whom  my  foul  yet  lingers  in  its  cell, 
Prompts  the  weak  tear,  and  unavailing  figh. 

Yet  whither  does  my  erring  fancy  rove  ? 

Is  he  not  loft,  for  ever  loft  to  me  ? 
Ne'er  fhall  I  hear  again  the  voice  of  love. 

Ne'er  can  I  hope  my  Theodore  to  fee. 

Perhaps  yon  orb,  (the  witnefs  of  my  woes,) 
Now  fees  him  fuff^'ring  on  fome  defert  plain. 

No  pitying  voice  to  footh  him  to  repofe. 
No  friendly  hand  to  fmooth  the  bed  of  pain. 

By  men  abandon'd,  but  by  heaven  forgiv'n. 
Perhaps  he  is  releas'd  from  mortal  care  — 

Yes,  Theodore !  I  fee  thee  mount  to  heav'n  ! 
Ah !  ftay  a  moment  —  take  Camilla  there.  ' 
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On  the  Death  of  a  FRIEND. 
March,  1793. 


Helas  !  eUe  eji  perdue. 


Oh  !  ever  lov'd,  and  moft  fincerely  mourn'd  1 
By  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace  adorn 'd  ! 
To  thee  the  penfive  mufe  devotes  the  lay, 
The  laft  fad  office  that  thy  friend  can  pay. 

Ye !  to  vi^hom  innocence  and  veorth  are  dear, 
To  Emma's  memory  give  one  pitying  tear. 
Bleft  with  an  angel's  face,  an  angel's  mind. 
Satire  in  her  cou'd  not  one  blemifh  find. 
Divine  good-humour,  unafFe6led  grace, 
Play'd  round  her  form,  and  fparkled  on  her  face. 
**  Made  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  charm  all  eyes," 
To  footh  the  wretched,  and  to  pleafe  the  wife. 
Her  foft  attractions  cou'd  the  power  impart. 
To  charm  the  eye,  and  captivate  the  heart. 

Thus  truly  perfeCl:,  form'd  to  be  admir'd. 
Her  gentle  fpirit  from  this  life  retir'd ; 
And  worthy  heaven,  (if  mortals  worthy  are,} 
She  doubtlefs  joins  her  kindred  angels  there. 
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ODE    ON    INDIFFERENCE. 


Thrice  happy  him !  whofe  mind  ferene 
Is  govern'd  by  the  golden  mean, 

True  to  one  fteady  courfe. 
Who  ever  fage,  tho'  often  gay. 
In  beaten  paths  refolves  to  ftay. 

Left  others  fhou'd  prove  worfe. 

He  ne'er  has  known  the  phrenzy'd  ftart. 
The  anguifh  of  a  burfting  heart. 

The  fever  of  the  brain  ; 
His  pulfe  in  even  meafure  beats. 
His  viewrs  no  difappointment  meets. 

His  mind  endures  no  pain  : 

And  bleft  the  nymph !  who,  far  remote 
From  courts,  contented  with  her  lot. 

In  humble  ftation  moves  ; 
Who,  when  her  rural  taiks  are  o'er, 
Doubly  enjoys  the  leifure  hour 

Among  her  native  groves. 

The  pillow  that  fupports  her  head 
Conceals  no  thorn  ;  content  has  fhed 
A  balm  upon  her  bread: : 
With  downy  wings  the  moments  fly  — 
Nor  feel  the  murmur  of  a  figh 
Their  wonted  fpeed  arreft. 


Vot.  II. 
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Or  (into  fettled  habit  grown,) 
If  calm  domeftic  love  is  known. 

And  friendlhip's  fteady  beam, 
Thefe  mark  the  current  of  her  days. 
Like  as  the  bright  ethereal  rays 

Dance  on  the  ripling  ftream. 

Hear  this,  ye  flaves  to  love  and  care ! 
This  lefTon  from  indifference  hear  — 

Each  wild  excefs  avoid  ; 
Still  betwixt  mirth  and  forrow  fteer. 
Tranquil  thro'  each  revolving  year. 

By  no  regrets  annoy'd. 

Difmifs  the  fly  coquettifh  fmile. 
The  converfe  fafliion'd  to  beguile. 

The  fecret  aim  to  pleafe  : 
No  more  endeavour  to  enflave ; 
No  fetters  forge,  no  homage  crave,    ■ 

And  only  covet  eafe. 

Let  wayward  paflion,  wild  defire. 
To  dark  Cimmerian  fhades  retire, 

Subdu'd  by  reafon's  frown  ; 
Let  virtue,  ever  bright  and  fair. 
Take  wayward  fancy  to  her  care. 

And  mark  ye  for  her  own. 

From  fcenes  of  diffipation  turn  — 
The  method  to  be  happy,  learn 

At  Sylvia's  cottage  door ; 
Where  honeft  induftry  is  blefl: 
With  chearful  days,  unbroken  reft, 

Tho'  not  with  fortune's  {lore. 
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Where,  ignorant  of  art  and  tony 
Her  peaceful  moments  glide  along, 

And  happy  is  her  fate  : 
Stranger  to  envy,  free  from  care. 
Enjoying  health  and  comfort  there. 

She  envys  not  the  great. 


tJa 
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The    school    for    SATIRE. 


How  oft  we  fee  the  female  fex 
Themfelves  with  jealous  fancies  vex ! 
With  envy,  which  they  cannot  fmother. 
They  tell  the  failings  of  each  other  ; 
Or  if  a  dear,  provoking  creature. 
Has  not  one  blemifti  in  her  nature, 
A  mole,  an  eyelalh,  can  fupply 
The  means  for  female  induftry  ; 
(A  fpider  clinging  to  a  thread, 
Can  foon  the  web  of  mifchief  fpread.j 

Black-ey'd  NarifTa  crys,  "  'tis  true 
**  That  Celeftina's  eyes  are  blue ! 
"  But  can  we  find  expreflion  there  ?  — ■ 
**  Befides,  the  fool  has  flaxen  hair." 

I  fee  BROWN  Amarilla  fneer, 

Becaufe  Polyxena  is  fair  ; 

'Tis  mighty  eafy,  fhe  avers. 

To  wear  a  fkin  as  white  as  her's  ;  — - 

But,  for  her  part,  (he'd  rather  be 

From  ARTIFICIAL  fairnefs  free. . 

Cynthia,  whofe  teeth  Dumergue  has  made, 
Follows  the  fame  cenforious  trade  ; 
Crys,  *'  What  d'ye  mean  by  Flavla's  youth  ?' 
"  You  fee  that  ihe  has  loft  a  tooth !" 
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Tall  Lucy  rails  at  little  Dy, 
Who  only  meafures  four  feet  high  ; 
Fat  Bell  detefts  her  coufin  Prue, 
Since  fhe  fo  thin  and  airy  grew ; 
And  fnub-nos'd  Chloe  hates  a  woman 
Whofe  nofe  but  borders  on  the  Roman. 

Doris  the  fawcy,  free,  and  rude. 
Rails  at^Myrtilla  for  a  prude ; 
And  Galatea  fays,  with  fpite, 
Dorinda's  eye-brows  are  too  light. 
When  it  is  known  to  half  the  town 
That  Galatea  makes  her  own. 

Ah  why,  ye  fair !  this  cruel  rage  ? 
Do  ye  not  all  adorn  the  flage  ? 
Decreed  to  charm  in  different  ways. 
Do  ye  not  all  create  a  blaze  ? 
And,  after  all  that  has  been  faid. 
Ye  can  but  fparkle,  bloom,  and  fade. 

Then  be  contented  with  your  lot, 
Nor  covet  chajms  your  friends  have  got ; 
And  learn,  that  candour  and  good -nature 
A£l  like  a  charm  on  ev'ry  feature, 
Reftoring  to  Medufa's  face, 
Compofurc,  harmony,  and  grace. 
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On  the  Death  of  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM    Earl    of    MANSFIELD, 

March  1793. 


The  awful  mandate  iffues  from  the  fkies  — 
The  good,  the  venerable  Mansfield  dies  ! 
Behold  the  genius  of  Britannia  mourn. 
The  brighteft  flower  of  oratory  gone. 
And  in  the  annals  of  our  country's  fame, 
Infcribe  in  capitals  her  Murray's  name ; 
Whiift  Caledonia,  with  becoming  zeal, 
Attefts  the  ad,  and  ftamps  it  with  her  feal. 
For  born  within  her  realm,  this  honour'd  Sage 
Firft  ponder'd  o'er  the  academic  page  ; 
Acquir'd  the  happy  art  to  win  renown, 
And  made  true  clallic  elegance  his  own. 

There,  did  his  infant  lips  firft  ftrive  to  fpeak. 
There,  nature  laid  her  rofes  on  his  cheek. 
Gave  to  his  eye  the  lightning's  vivid  fire. 
And  tun'd  his  voice  to  the  Aonian  Lyre  : 
Then  fent  him  forth  with  eloquence  to  plead, 
Wifdom  to  judge,  and  fweetnefs  to  perfuade. 
With  all  thofe  talents  that  eflential  are. 
To  grace  the  fenate,  or  to  lead  the  bar  * . 

*  Vide  Sir  James  Marriot's  Poems. 
"  Whene'er  he  flept,  the  bees  in  clufters  hung, 
»»  And  gave  their  fwcets  to  his  mellifluous  tongue." 
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Britannia  faw  his  worth  —  fhe  bade  him  fhine 

In  Courts  of  Juftice,  and  forfake  the  Nine, 

To  minds  inferior,  leave  poetic  Bays, 

And  win  that  nobler  meed,  a  nation's  praise. 

Fir'd  at  her  voice,  ambitious  of  applaufe, 

He  turn'd  his  genius  to  explore  the  laws; 

To  learn  the  mazy  windings  of  debate, 

And  gain  due  knowledge  to  alTift  the  ftate. 

In'  Themis  Courts  his  fplendid  talents  fhone. 

His  was  the  piercing  eye,  the  dulcet  tone, 

Difcriminating  judgement,  fterling  fenfe. 

And  all  the  powers  of  attic  eloquence. 

In  private  life,  by  gentlenefs  and  eafe. 

By  polifli'd  manners,  he  was  wont  to  pleafe ; 

By  chearful  converfe,  by  attention  kind. 

To  intereft  the  heart  and  charm  the  mind. 

At  length  the  fates  ordain'd  a  flow  decay, 

(The  great,  the  good,  their  fummons  muft  obey !) 

To  yonder  fhades  they  will'd  him  to  repair, 

And  pafs  the  evening  of  exiftence  there  ; 

Decreed  the  gentle  offices  to  prove. 

Of  tender  friendfliip,  and  of  duteous  love. 

There,  full  of  wifdom  dignity  and  years. 
This  venerable  nestor  claims  our  tears. 
Sets  like  the  sun,  but  ah !  no  more  to  rife 
In  this  vain  world  —  his  trarifit  is.the  skies  !    ' 
While  his  immortal  fame  that  ne'er  can  die, 
Tranfmits  his  praifes  to  pofleriity. 
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RETIREMENT. 


From  nolfe,  from  fafhion,  gladly  I  recede. 
In  paths  of  rational  delight  to  tread  ; 
To  watch  the  lilac  burfting  into  bloom. 
With  tints  that  mimic  art  can  ne'er  aflume  ; 
To  view  young  foliage  decorate  the  fcene. 
And  flied  o'er  ev'ry  bough  a  vivid  green. 
To  fee  the  elegant  liburnum  fhew 
Its  golden  clufters,  pendant  from  the  bough. 
And  on  the  hills  and  mofly  banks  to  view 
The  palid  primrofe,  and  the  violet  blue. 

Hail !  Nature  hail !  on  ev'ry  hill  and  lawn, 
I  fee  thy  renovated  beauties  dawn  ; 
On  ev'ry  bough  thy  gay  muficians  hear. 
Pouring  foft  mufic  on  th'  enraptur'd  ear. 
Till  ev'ry  walk  that  winds  along  the  grove, 
Refounds  with  vocal  harmony  and  love. 

Enjoying  all  that  nature  can  beftow. 
With  gratitude  I  feel  my  bofom  glow ; 
Rich  in  content,  I  view  the  fcene  around. 
Where  the  fublime  and  beautiful  are  found ; 
Proud  hills,  and  fmiling  valiies,  meads  and  groves. 
Such  as  the  painter  and  the  poet  loves. 
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(And  here  the  name  of  Chart  demands  my  fong  — 
Prais'd  be  thofe  woods  which  I  have  rov'd  among, 
Prais'd  be  the  various  beauties  of  the  ground, 
The  curious  plants  that  in  the  walks  are  found, 
But  moft  the  owners  of  a  place,  that  wears 
Far  more  attractive  charms,  becaufe  'tis  theirs.) 

If  homeward  I  return,  new  fcenes  appear. 

And  thefe  (tho'  diff'rent)  equal  beauty  wear. 

When  o'er  the  verdant  vale  I  caft  my  eyes. 

Yon  CHURCH  a  thoufand  pleafmg  thoughts  fupplies  : 

Sifter,  and  friend !  to  thee  my  lay  is  due. 

With  whom  my  early  years  fo  fwiftly  flew ; 

The  fame  our  wiflies,  and  the  fame  our  fears. 

Our  childifli  pleafures,  and  our  later  cares. 

(With  one  alas !  no  more)  we  flcipp'd  along, 

Joy  urg'd  the  fmile,  and  nature  tun'd  the  fong ; 

Till  as  the  years  of  infancy  withdrew. 

What  firft  was  habit,  into  friendlhip  grew. 

And  long  experience  of  each  other's  truth 

Improv'd  the  tie,  that  had  begun  in  youth. 

With  pride  I  fee  thee,  Julia !  what  thou  art, 

Adorning  both  the  wife's  and  mother's  part ; 

With  temper  cloudlefs  as  a  fummer  flcy. 

Peace  in  your  breaft,  complacence  in  your  eye ; 

In  manner  gentle,  as  your  form  is  fair. 

In  mind  alFedlionate,  in  fpeech  fincere ; 

With  joy  I  fee  you  ev'ry  blefling  prove, 

Domeftic  comfort !  and  connubial  love ! 

Whilft  happy,  thro'  the  woodland  walks  we  ftray, 

Among  the  trees  our  fportive  children  play, 

And  in  their  aftions  we  behold,  renew'd. 

The  time  when  we  the  fpangled  fly  purfu'd ; 
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Or  thro'  the  flow'ry  meads  each  other  led. 

To  pluck  the  blue-bell  from  its  gralFy  bed. 

To  fee  the  partridge  from  its  covert  fpring, 

To  hear  the  ring-dove  coo  —  the  flcy-lark  fing ; 

Whilft  kind  parental  fmiles  our  paftime  bleft> 

And  ev'ry  place  appear'd  in  funlhine  dreft. 

But  here  afFedion  claims  the  filial  tear, 

Due  to  the  mem'ry  of  thofe  friends  fo  dear  — 

Thofe  honour'd  friends  are  number'd  with  the  dead! 

And  loft  thofe  walks  in  which  we  us'd  to  tread ! 

Yet  let  me  turn  froqi  that  afFeding  thought, 
To  prefent  fcenes,  with  fatisfa(Slion  fraught ; 
Here,  wherefoe'er  I  chance  to  turn  my  eyes. 
Nature  prefents  her  gay  varieties. 
Smiles  on  the  hill,  and  in  the  valley  roves. 
Blooms  in  the  fields,  and  variegates  the  groves  ; 
With  ev'ry  leaf  that  courts  the  fummer  gale. 
From  the  deep  holly,  to  the  ilex  pale. 

Yon  trees  remind  the  mufe  of  friendfhip's  claim. 
Due  to  the  charm  that  waits  on  Leflie's  name. 
There,  the  admirer  of  true  worth  may  find 
Whatever  is  good,  benevolent,  and  kind. 
Manners  from  guile  and  afFeftation  free, 
Politenefs  blended  with  fincerity. 

Bireno  and  Hermione  appear 
Within  their  calm  retreat,  devoid  of  care, 
Bleft  with  what  moft  can  ev'ry  fcene  improve. 
Unclouded  tempers,  and  unfading  love. 

With  manners  fuited  to  his  placid  mien, 
Euryalus  in  yonder  path  is  feen  j 


[    299    ] 

His  form  reveals  the  venerable  fage, 

Yet  his  ftrong  mind  refifts  the  froft  of  age : 

Glows  with  a  genius  which,  infpires  his  tongue, 

Both  to  amufe,  and  to  inftru£l  the  young  ; 

Sheds  o'er  the  eve  of  life  a  fteady  ray. 

And  makes  December  lefs  remote  from  May. 

On  the  high  fummit  of  thofe  verdant  lands. 
Where  a  gay  manfion  *  fo  confpicuous  Hands, 
Two  lovely  nymphs  like  Hamadryads  move. 
Gay  and  content,  along  the  chequer 'd  grove ; 
Jocund,  they  haften  from  their  calm  retreat, 
With  winning  fmiles  the  wand'rihg  mufe  to  greet. 

Where  yonder  fpecimen  of  tafte  t  appears, 
And  'midft  the  woods  diftinguifh'd  beauty  wears, 
True  fcience  flourifhes,  good  humour  reigns. 
And  VIRTUE  {hares  the  praife  that  genius  gains  ^ 
All  that  belongs  to  wifdom,  worth,  and  grace, 
Adorn  the  owners  of  that  charming  place-; 
While  the  foft  tie  which  friendship  can  impart. 
Beguiles  the  time,  and  interefts  the  heart. 

Boxhill  with  grandeur  rifmg  on  the  eye, 
Gives  to  the  piciure  force  and  dignity, 
And  brings  its  worthy  owner  to  my  mind. 
The  learned !  virtuous !  fenfible  !  and  kind ! 
Whofe  aged  chefnuts  fpread  their  noble  boughs. 
Replete  with  fhade,  and  friendly  to  repofe  ; 
Whofe  ancient  caftle  history  has  known, 
Since  the  Sixth  Henry  fat  upon  the  throne. 

Again  the  Mufe,  beguil'd  by  fancy,  roves 
In  paths  that  Nature  decks,  and  reafon  loves  ; 

*  Denbies         +  Norbury  Park. 


A  peaceful  cottage  near  the  mole  is  fcen. 
All  tafte  without,  all  elegance  within. 
Romantic  beauty  there  confpicuous  fliines. 
And  rural  charms  with  lofty  grandeur  joins  ; 
The  valley  feems  a  gay  Arcadian  fcene, 
With  Arabella  for  its  lovely  queen, 
Whofe  rofy  Jips  are  fafliion'd  to  difpenfe 
The  fmiles  of  friendfhip,  and  the  words  of  fenfe. 

Surrounded  thus  by  objefts  fair  and  bright, 

(All  that  can  fuit  my  tafte,  and  charm  my  fight,) 

Bleft  with  my  lot,  to  others  I  refign 

Thofe  fcenes,  where  tapers  blaze,  and  jewels  fhine  ; 

Where  only  artificial  rofes  blow. 

And  fafhion  reigns  the  fovereign  of  the  fhew. 

Some  make  a  life  of  gayity  their  choice. 

And  in  the  tumult  of  the  ftreet  rejoice  ; 

Falhion  their  idol,  public  praife  their  aim. 

In  ev'ry  place,  in  ev'ry  fcene  the  fame, 

The  joys  of  rural  paftimes  they  difown,  ; 

And  never  quit  the  habits  of  the  town. 

The  rofy  morning,  and  the  fober  eve. 

To  fuch  no  caufe  for  contemplation  give ; 

To  them  infipid  is  the  blackbird's  fong, 

The  rural  walk  is  tirefome,  trifte,  and  long  ; 

The  chequer'd  profpeft,  and  the  tranquil  Ihade, 

The  fragrant  woodbine  mantling  o'er  the  head. 

Fields  rich  with  corn,  and  gardens  gay  with  flowers. 

Nature's  r^ide  caverns.  Art's  fantaftic  bow'rs. 

Are  vulgar  charms  ;  and  they  wou'd  gladly  run 

From  the  bold  fplendour  of  the  fetting  fun, 

(When  with  majeftic  radiance  he  declines. 

And  o'er  the  weftern  hills  refulgent  Ihines.j 
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They  left  the  town  becaufe  the  throng  was  gone, 

And  'twou'd  be  Gothic  to  remain  alone  ; 

But  to  the  vulgar  country  they  have  brought 

Thofe  cuftoms,  which  they  were  by  fafhion  taught ; 

Turn  night  to  day,  nor  quit  their  bed  till  noon, 

Loath  to  be  feen  unfalhionably  foon. 

'Tis  mafculine  to  ride  —  a  bore  to  walk, 

And  there's  no  fcandal  that  excites  to  talk : 

**  Shut  out  the  odious  fcenery,"  they  cry, 

**  Let  us  the  pleafures  of  the  banquet  try, 

*'  Let  luxury  appear,  let  joy  abound, 

*'  And  Bacchus  be  by  laughing  Momus  crown'd  ; 

**  Or  deck  the  hall  with  many  a  mimic  wreath, 

**  And  bid  the  flute  in  dulcet  meafures  breathe  ; 

**  Let  the  fvveet  harp  the  melody  prolong, 

**  Conjoin'd  with  beauty's  fafcinating  fong. 

**  Then  let  the  tabor  found  —  the  dance  we'll  try, 

**  (Left  Morpheus  (hou'd  fubdue  the  weary  eye  ;} 

**  Or  let  the  tables  inftantly  be  fet  — 

**  'Tis  interefting  fure  to  play  or  bet  I 

**  But  banifh  books,  with  fober  dullnefs  fraught, 

*'  Each  fentimental  tale,  or  ferious  thought ; 

**  Let  mirth  and  pleafure  laugh  at  care  and  forrow  — 

"  We'll  live  TO-DAY,  and  think  not  of  to-morrow." 

Such  are  their  joys,  and  fuch  the  life  they  lead  — - 
Some  minds  perhaps,  thefe  trivial  pleafures  need  ; 
To  be  the  ion  is  all  that  they  profefs. 
This  is  their  ftudy,  and  the\r  forte  is  drefs  ; 
The  ladies  die  with  idlenefs  and  fpleen. 
And  find  a  new  diftrefs  in  ev'ry  fcene. 
Screaming  at  ev'ry  fpeck  of  dirt  they  meet, 
Tho'  fond  of  walking  in  a  public  ftreet  j 
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Eating  no  more  than  wou'd  fufEce  a  bird, 

(Since  to  be  fat  is  a  defed,  they've  heard,) 

Afraid  a  drop  of  rain  fliou'd  hurt  their  clothes, 

And  difcompos'd  by  ev'ry  wind  that  blows, 

(When  at  the  opera  they  cou'd  bear  to  fit, 

Tho'  whirlwinds  were  to  agitate  the  pit.) 

To  thefe  a  country  life  muft  dull  appear. 

And  fad  Ennui  fill  up  the  languid  year  ; 

How  wou'd  they  fneer,  if  I  fliou'd  dare  propofc 

To  plant  the  violet,  or  fupport  the  rofe, 

To  learn  the  names  of  various  flow'rs  that  blow. 

And  gaze  delighted  on  the  motley  flicw. 

In  rural  walks  invite  their  fteps  to  ftray. 

And  hear  the  nightingale's  harmonious  lay. 

Climb  the  fteep  hill  to  fee  th'  extenfive  view. 

Or  gaze  on  Ikies  of  a  celeftial  blue ; 

At  evening  rove  by  Luna's  filver  ray. 

And  myriads  of  irradiant  ftars  furvey ! 

Alike  to  fafliionable  minds  appear 

The  various  beauties  of  the  changing  year  ; 

The  vernal  fpring  in  blooming  charms  array 'd. 

The  fummer's  heat  that  recommends  the  ftiade. 

The  mellow  autumn,  (when  the  golden  corn. 

In  plenteous  crops,  the  fertile  fields  adorn.) 

Equal  to  them  appears  the  grove  or  ftrcet. 

If  they  are  fure  fociety  to  meet ; 

Hills  cover 'd  o'er  with  fnow,  and  leaflcfs  trees. 

Can  like  the  feafon  of  Pomona  pleafe  \ 

For  how  can  minds  like  theirs  amufements  glean. 

From  joys  fo  tame,  and  profpe£ls  fo  ferene  ? 

From  paftoral  delights,  umbrageous  groves. 

Which  mild  philofophy  and  reafon  loves ! 
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But  why  (hou'd  I  their  diff 'rent  fyflem  blame  ? 
We  ALL  have  our  purfuits,  tho'  not  the  fame  ; 
If  I,  like  them,  at  Faftiion's  altar  bow'd, 
I  too  might  blufli  to  differ  from  the  crowd  ; 
Let  each  their  plan  of  happinefs  purfue. 
The  world  is  wide  —  and  chacq'un  a  Jon  gout. 

Here  ends  my  lay  —  the  Mufe  appears  fevere 

To  thofe  who  fport  in  pleafure's  wild  career  ; 

The  TIMES  I  blame  —  for  thofe  who  feem  fo  gay, 

Conform  to  cuftoms  of  the  present  day. 

Perchance  if  they  had  liv'd  in  former  days 

When  Rome  refounded  with  her  matron's  praife, 

Thofe  who  a  diflipated  life  purfue, 

Had  been  Penelopes  and  Arrias  too. 

Had  match 'd  the  Julian  and  Auguftan  line 

In  all  that  makes  the  mortal  feem  divine. 

And  might  from  hoary  fenators  receive 

The  brighteft  crown  that  Roman  hands  cou'd  give. 

And  now  farewell  my  quill !  I  thee  refign  — 
'Tis  time  to  quit  acquaintance  with  the  Nine ; 
Domeftic  occupations,  pious  cares. 
Grave  thoughts  fhou'd  fill  the  remnant  of  my  years  j 
Let  me,  (at  leaft  a  while)  forfake  the  lyre, 
And  learn  more  ufeful  ftudies  to  acquire. 
While  in  this  calm  retreat  content  I  dray, 
And  with  a  partial  eye  the  fcene  furvey. 
Explore  the  fhady  wood,  the  funny  glade, 
I  think  on  HIM  who  all  thefe  beauties  made, 
Then  breathe  a  prayer  of  gratitude  to  heav'n. 
And  wilh  to  keep  what  providence  has  giv'n. 

END    OF    THE    SECOND    V0LUM2. 
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